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VOL.  III.  38 


CHAPTER  XXXVIII. 

HEAE  THE  LAWYER. 

"  Mr.  Herbert  Linley,  I  ask  permission 
to  reply  to  your  inquiries  in  writing,  be- 
cause it  is  quite  likely  that  some  of  the 
opinions  you  will  find  here  might  offend 
you  if  I  expressed  them  personally.  I  can 
relieve  your  anxiety  on  the  subject  of  Miss 
Sydney  Westerfield.  But  I  must  be 
allowed  to  do  so  in  my  own  way — without 
any  other  restraints  than  those  which  I 
think  it  becoming  to  an  honourable  man  to 
impose  on  himself. 

"  You  are  quite  right  in  supposing  that 
Miss  Westerfield  had  heard  me  spoken  of  at 
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Mount  Morven,  as  the  agent  and  legal 
adviser  of  the  lady  who  was  formerly  your 
wife.  What  purpose  led  her  to  apply  to 
me,  under  these  circumstances,  you  will 
presently  discover.  As  to  the  means  by 
which  she  found  her  way  to  my  office, 
I  may  remind  you  that  any  directory 
would  give  her  the  necessary  informa- 
tion. 

"  Miss  Westerfield's  object  was  to  tell 
me,  in  the  first  place,  that  her  guilty  life 
with  you  was  at  an  end.  She  has  left 
your  protection — not  to  return  to  it.  I 
was  sorry  to  see  (though  she  tried  to  hide 
it  from  me)  how  keenly  she  felt  the  parting. 
You  have  been  dearly  loved  by  two  sweet 
women,  and  they  have  thrown  their  hearts 
away  on  you — as  women  will. 

"  Having  explained  the  circumstances  so 
far,  Miss  Westerfield   next  mentioned   the 
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motive  which  had  brought  her  to  my  office. 
She  asked  if  I  would  inform  her  of  Mrs. 
Norman's  address. 

"  This  request,  I  confess,  astonished 
me. 

"  To  my  mind  she  was,  of  all  persons, 
the  last  who  ought  to  contemplate  com- 
municating in  anyway  with  Mrs.  Norman. 
I  say  this  to  you ;  but  I  refrained  from 
saying  it  to  her.  What  I  did  venture  to 
do  was  to  ask  for  her  reasons.  She 
answered  that  they  were  reasons  which 
would  embarrass  her  if  she  communicated 
them  to  a  stranger. 

"  After  this  reply,  I  declined  to  give  her 
the  information  she  wanted. 

"  Not  unprepared,  as  it  appeared  to  me, 
for  my  refusal,  she  asked  next  if  I  was 
willing  to  tell  her  where  she  might  find 
your  brother,  Mr.  Randal  Linley.      In  this 


6  THE  EVIL  GENIUS. 

case  I  was  glad  to  comply  with  her  request. 
She  could  address  herself  to  no  person 
worthier  to  advise  her  than  your  brother. 
In  giving  her  his  address  in  London,  I  told 
her  that  he  was  absent  on  a  visit  to  some 
friends,  and  that  he  was  expected  to  return 
in  a  week's  time.- 

"  She  thanked  me,  and  rose  to  go. 

"  I  confess  I  was  interested  in-  her. 
Perhaps  I  thought  of  the  time  when  she 
might  have  been  as  dear  to  her  father  as 
my  own  daughters  are  to  me.  I  asked  if 
her  parents  were  living  :  they  were  dead. 
My  next  question  was,  '  Have  you  any 
friends  in  London  ?'  She  answered  :  '  I 
have  no  friends.'  It  was  said  with  a 
resignation  so  very  sad  in  so  young  a 
creature  that  I  was  really  distressed.  I  ran 
the  risk,  of  offending  her — and  asked  if  she 
felt  any  embarrassment  in  respect  of  money. 
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She  said  :  '  I  have  some  small  savings  from 
my  salary  when  I  was  a  governess.'  The 
change  in  her  tone  told  me  that  she  was 
alluding  to  the  time  of  her  residence  at 
Mount  Morven.  It  was  impossible  to  look 
at  this  friendless  girl,  and  not  feel  some 
anxiety  about  the  lodging  which  she  might 
have  chosen  in  such  a  place  as  London. 
She  had  fortunately  come  to  me  from  the 
railway,  and  had  not  thought  yet  of  where 
she  was  to  live.  At  last  I  was  able  to  be 
of  some  use  to  her.  My  senior  clerk  took 
care  of  Miss  Westerfield,  and  left  her  among 
respectable  people,  in  whose  house  she 
could  live  cheaply  and  safely.  Where  that 
house  is,  I  refuse  (for  her  sake)  to  tell  you. 
She  shall  not  be  disturbed. 

"  After  a  week  had  passed  I  received  a 
visit  from  my  good  friend,  Eandal  Linley. 

"  He  had  on  that  day  seen  Miss  Wester- 
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field.  She  had  said  to  him  what  she  had 
said  to  me,  and  had  repeated  the  request 
which  I  thought  it  unwise  to  grant ; 
owning  to  your  brother,  however,  the 
motives  which  she  had  refused  to  confide  to 
me.  He  was  so  strongly  impressed  by  the 
sacrifice  of  herself  which  this  penitent 
woman  had  made,  that  he  was  at  first 
disposed  to  trust  her  with  Mrs.  Norman's 
address. 

"  Keflection,  however,  convinced  him 
that  her  motives,  pure  and  disinterested  as 
they  undoubtedly  were,  did  not  justify  him 
in  letting  her  expose  herself  to  the  conse- 
quences which  might  follow  the  proposed 
interview.  All  that  he  engaged  to  do  was 
to  repeat  to  Mrs.  Norman  what  Miss 
Westerfield  had  said,  and  to  inform  the 
young  lady  of  the  result. 

"In  the  intervals  of  business,  I  had  felt 
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some  uneasiness  when  I  thought  of  Miss 
Westerfield's  prospects.  Your  good  brother 
at  once  set  all  anxiety  on  this  subject  at 
rest. 

"He  proposed  to  place  Miss  Westerfield 
under  the  care  of  an  old  and  dear  friend  of 
her  late  father — Captain  Bennydeck.  Her 
voluntary  separation  from  you  offered  to 
your  brother,  and  to  the  Captain,  the 
opportunity  for  which  they  had  both  been 
waiting.  Captain  Bennydeck  was  then 
cruising  at  sea  in  his  yacht.  Immediately 
on  his  return,  Miss  Westerfield's  inclina- 
tions would  be  consulted,  and  she  would  no 
doubt  eagerly  embrace  the  opportunity  of 
being  introduced  to  her  father's  friend. 

"  I  have  now  communicated  all  that  I 
know,  in  reply  to  the  questions  which  you 
have  addressed  to  me.  Let  me  earnestly 
advise  you    to    make    the    one    reparation 
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to  this  poor  girl  which  is  in  your  power. 
Eesign  yourself  to  a  separation  which  is 
not  only  for  her  good,  but  for  yours. — 
Samuel  Sakeazin." 


CHAPTER  XXXIX. 


LISTEN    TO    REASON. 


Not  having  heard  from  Captain  Benny- 
deck  for  some  little  time,  Eandal  thought 
it  desirable  in  Sydney's  interests  to  make 
inquiries  at  his  club.  Nothing  was  known 
of  the  Captain's  movements  there.  On  the 
chance  of  getting  the  information  that  he 
wanted,  Randal  wrote  to  the  hotel  at 
Sandyseal. 

The  landlord's  reply  a  little  surprised 
him. 

Some  days  since,  the  yacht  had  again 
appeared  in  the  bay.  Captain  Bennydeck 
had  landed,  to  all  appearance  in  fairly  good 
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health  ;  and  •  had  left  by  an  early  train  for 
London.  The  sailing  master  announced 
that  he  had  orders  to  take  the  vessel  back 
to  her  port — with  no  other  explanation 
than  that  the  cruise  was  over.  This 
alteration  in  the  Captain's  plans  (termi- 
nating the  voyage  a  month  earlier  than  his 
arrangements  had  contemplated)  puzzled 
Randal.  He  called  at  his  friend's  private 
residence,  only  to  hear  from  the  servants 
that  they  had  seen  nothing  of  their  master. 
Eandal  waited  awhile  in  London,  on  the 
chance  that  Benny  deck  might  pay  him  a 
visit. 

During  this  interval,  his  patience  was 
rewarded  in  an  unexpected  manner.  He 
discovered  the  Captain's  address  by  means 
of  a  letter  from  Catherine,  dated  "Back's 
Hotel,  Sydenham."  Having  gently  re- 
proached him    for    not    writing  to   her  or 
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calling  on  her,  she  invited  him.  to  dinner  at 
the  hotel.  Her  letter  concluded  in  these 
words  : — "  You  will  only  meet  one-  person 
besides  ourselves — your  friend,  and  (since 
we  last  met)  our  friend  too.  Captain 
Benny  deck  has  got  tired  of  the  sea.  He  is 
staying  at  this  hotel  to  try  the  air  of  Syden- 
ham, and  he  finds  that  it  agrees  with  him." 

These  lines  set  Eandal  thinking  seriously. 

To  represent  Bennydeck  as  being  "tired 
of  the  sea,"  and  as  being  willing  to  try, 
in  place  of  the  breezy  Channel,  the  air 
of  a  suburb  of  London,  was  to  make 
excuses  too  perfectly  futile  and  absurd 
to  deceive  anyone  who  knew  the  Captain. 
In  spite  of  the  appearance  of  innocence 
which  pervaded  Catherine's  letter,  the  true 
motive  for  breaking  off  his  cruise  might  be 
found,  as  Eandal  concluded,  in  Catherine 
herself.  Her  residence  at  the  seaside,  helped 
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by  the  lapse  of  time,  had  restored  to  her  per- 
sonal attractions  almost  all  that  they  had  lost 
under  the  deteriorating  influences  of  care  and 
grief;  and  her  change  of  name  must  have 
protected  her  from  a  discovery  of  the  Divorce 
which  would  have  shocked  a  man  so  sincerely 
religious  as  Bennydeck.  Had  her  beauty 
fascinated  him  ?  Was  she  aware  of  the 
interest  that  he  felt  in  her  ?  and  was  it 
secretly  understood  and  returned  ?  Eandal 
wrote  to  accept  the  invitation  ;  determining 
to  present  himself  before  the  appointed  hour, 
and  to  question  Catherine  privately,  without 
giving  her  the  advantage  over  him  of 
preparing  herself  for  the  interview. 

In  the  short  time  that  passed  before 
the  day  of  the  dinner,  distressing  circum- 
stances strengthened  his  resolution.  After 
months  of  separation,  he  received  a  visit 
from  Herbert. 
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Was  this  man — haggard,  pallid,  shabby, 
looking  at  him  piteously,  with  bloodshot 
eyes — the  handsome,  pleasant,  prosperous 
brother  whom  he  remembered  ?  Eandal 
was  so  grieved,  that  he  was  for  a  moment 
unable  to  utter  a  word.  He  could  only 
point  to  a  seat.  Herbert  dropped  into 
the  chair  as  if  he  was  reduced  to  the  last 
extremity  of  fatigue.  And  yet  he  spoke 
roughly ;  he  looked  like  an  angry  man 
brought  to  bay. 

"  I  seem  to  frighten  you,"  he  said. 

"  You  distress  me,  Herbert,  more  than 
words  can  say." 

"  Give  me  a  glass  of  wine.  I've  been 
walking — I  don't  know  where.  A  long 
distance  ;  I'm  dead  beat." 

He  drank  the  wine  greedily.  Whatever 
reviving  effect  it  might  otherwise  have 
produced    on   him,  it  made  no   change  in 
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the  threatening  gloom  of  his  manner.  In 
a  man  morally  weak,  calamity  (suffered 
without  resisting  power)  breaks  its  way 
through  the  surface  which  exhibits  a 
gentleman,  and  shows  the  naked  nature 
which  claims  kindred  with  our  ancestor 
the  savage. 

"  Do  you  feel  better,  Herbert  ?" 

He  put  down  the  empty  glass,  taking  no 
notice  of  his  brother's  question.  "  Eandal," 
he  said,  "  you  know  where  Sydney  is." 

Eandal  admitted  it. 

"  Give  me  her  address.  My  mind's  in 
such  a  state  I  can't  remember  it ;  write  it 
down." 

"  No,  Herbert." 

"  You  won't  write  it  ?  and  you  won't 
give  it  ?" 

"  I  will  do  neither  the  one  nor  the  other. 
Go  back  to  your  chair;    fierce  looks   and 
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clenched  fists  don't  frighten  me.  Miss 
Westerfield  is  quite  right  in  separating 
herself  from  you.  And  you  are  quite 
wrong  in  wishing  to  go  back  to  her.  There 
are  my  reasons.  Try  to  understand  them. 
And,  once  again,  sit  down." 

He  spoke  sternly — with  his  heart  aching 
for  his  brother  all  the  time.  He  was 
right.  The  one  way  is  the  positive  way, 
when  a  man  who  suffers  trouble  is  degraded 
by  it. 

The  poor  wretch  sank  under  Eandal's 
firm  voice  and  steady  eye. 

"Don't  be  hard  on  me,"  he  said.  "I 
think  a  man  in  my  situation  is  to  be  pitied 
— especially  by  his  brother.  I'm  not  like 
you ;  I'm  not  accustomed  to  live  alone. 
I've  been  accustomed  to  having  a  kind 
woman  to  talk  to  me,  and  take  care  of 
me.       You    don't  know  what  it  is  to   be 

vol.  in.  39 
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used  to  seeing  a  pretty  creature,  always 
nicely  dressed,  always  about  the  room — 
thinking  so  much  of  you,  and  so  little 
of  herself — and  then  to  be  left  alone  as 
I  am  left,  out  in  the  dark.  I  haven't 
got  my  wife ;  she  has  thrown  me  over, 
and  taken  my  child  away  from  me.  And, 
now,  Sydney's  taken  away  from  me  next. 
I'm  alone.  Do  you  hear  that  ?  Alone  ! 
Take  the  poker  there  out  of  the  fireplace. 
Give  me  back  Sydney,  or  knock  out  my 
brains.  I  haven't  courage  enough  to  do  it 
for  myself.  Oh,  why  did  I  engage  that 
governess  !  I  was  so  happy,  Randal,  with 
Catherine  and  little  Kitty." 

He  laid  his  head  wearily  on  the  back  of 
his  chair.  Randal  offered  him  more  wine  ; 
he  refused  it. 

"  I'm  afraid,"  he  said.  "  Wine  maddens 
me  if  I  take  too  much  of  it.     You   have 
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heard  of  men  forgetting  their  sorrows  in 
drink.  I  tried  it  yesterday ;  it  set  my 
brains  on  fire  ;  I'm  feeling  that  glass  I  took 
just  now.  No  !  I'm  not  faint.  It  eases 
my  head  when  I  rest  like  this.  Shake 
hands,  Eandal;  we  have  never  had  any 
unfriendly  words ;  we  mustn't  begin  now. 
There's  something  perverse  about  me.  I 
didn't  know  how  fond  I  was  of  Sydney  till 
I  lost  her ;  I  didn't  know  how  fond  I  was 
of  my  wife  till  I  left  her."  He  paused,  and 
put  his  hand  to  his  fevered  head.  Was  his 
mind  wandering  into  some  other  train  of 
thought  ?  He  astonished  his  brother  by  a 
new  entreaty — the  last  imaginable  entreaty 
that  Eandal  expected  to  hear.  "  Dear  old 
fellow,  I  want  you  to  do  me  a  favour.  Tell 
me  where  my  wife  is  living  now  ?" 

"  Surely,"  Eandal  answered,  "  you  know 
that  she  is  no  longer  your  wife  ?" 

39—2 
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"Never  mind  that !  I  have  something 
to  say  to  her." 

«  You  can't  do  it." 

"  Can  you  do  it  ?  Will  you  give  her  a 
message  ?" 

"  Let  me  hear  what  it  is  first." 

Herbert  lifted  his  head,  and  laid  his  hand 
earnestly  on  his  brother's  arm.  "When  he 
said  his  next  words  he  was  almost  like  his 
old  self  again. 

"  Say  that  I'm  lonely,  say  that  I'm 
dying  for  want  of  a  little  comfort — ask 
her  to  let  me  see  Kitty." 

His  tone  touched  Randal  to  the  quick. 
"  I  feel  for  you,  Herbert,"  he  said  warmly. 
"  She  shall  have  your  message  ;  all  that  I 
can  do  to  persuade  her  shall  be  done." 

"  As  soon  as  possible  ?" 

"  Yes — as  soon  as  possible." 

"And  you  won't  forget?     No,  no ;    of 
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course  you  won't  forget."  He  tried  to  rise, 
and  fell  back  again  into  his  chair.  "  Let 
me  rest  a  little,"  he  pleaded,  "  if  I'm  not  in 
the  way.  I'm  not  fit  company  for  you,  I 
know;  I'll  go  when  you  tell  me." 

Eandal  refused  to  let  him  go  at  all. 
"  You  will  stay  here  with  me ;  and  if  I 
happen  to  be  away,  there  will  be  somebody 
in  the  house,  who  is  almost  as  fond  of  you 
as  I  am."  He  mentioned  the  name  of  one 
of  the  old  servants  at  Mount  Morven,  who 
had  attached  himself  to  Randal  after  the 
break-up  of  the  family.  "  And  now  rest," 
he  said ;  "  and  let  me  put  this  cushion 
under  your  head."  Herbert  answered : 
"It's  like  being  at  home  again" — and 
composed  himself  to  rest. 


CHAPTER  XL. 

KEEP    YOUR    TEMPEE. 

On  the  next  day  but  one,  Randal  arranged 
his  departure  for  Sydenham,  so  as  to  arrive 
at  the  hotel  an  hour  before  the  time  ap- 
pointed for  the  dinner.  His  prospects  of 
success,  in  pleading  for  a  favourable 
reception  of  his  brother's  message,  were 
so  uncertain  that  he  refrained — in  fear  of 
raising  hopes  which  he  might  not  be  able 
to  justify — from  taking  Herbert  into  his 
confidence.  No  one  knew  on  what  errand 
he  was  bent,  when  he  left  the  house.  As 
he  took  his  place  in  the  carriage,  the  news- 
paper boy  appeared  at  the  window  as  usual. 
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The  new  number  of  a  popular  weekly 
journal  had  that  day  been  published. 
Randal  bought  it. 

After  reading  one  or  two  of  the  political 
articles,  he  arrived  at  the  columns  speci- 
ally devoted  to  "  Fashionable  Intelligence." 
Caring  nothing  for  that  sort  of  news,  he 
was  turning  over  the  pages  in  search  of 
the  literary  and  dramatic  articles,  when  a 
name  not  unfamiliar  to  him  caught  his  eye. 
He  read  the  paragraph  in  which  it  appeared. 

"  The  charming  widow,  Mrs.  Norman,  is, 
we  hear,  among  the  distinguished  guests 
staying  at  Buck's  Hotel.  It  is  whispered 
that  the  lady  is  to  be  shortly  united  to  a 
retired  naval  officer  of  Arctic  fame ;  now 
better  known,  perhaps,  as  one  of  our 
leading  philanthropists." 

The  allusion  to  Bennydeck  was  too  plain 
to  be  mistaken.     Randal  looked    again   at 
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the  first  words  in  the  paragraph.  "  The 
charming  widow  \"  Was  it  possible  that 
this  last  word  referred  to  Catherine  ?  To 
suppose  her  capable  of  assuming  to  be  a 
widow,  and — if  the  child  asked  questions — 
of  telling  Kitty  that  her  father  was  dead, 
was,  in  Randal's  estimation,  to  wrong  her 
cruelly.  With  his  own  suspicions  steadily 
contradicting  him,  he  arrived  at  the  hotel, 
obstinately  believing  that  "  the  charming 
widow  "  would  prove  to  be  a  stranger. 

A  first  disappointment  was  in  store  for 
him  when  he  entered  the  house.  Mrs. 
Norman  and  her  little  daughter  were  out 
driving  with  a  friend,  and  were  expected 
to  return  in  good  time  for  dinner.  Mrs. 
Presty  was  at  home  ;  she  was  reported  to 
be  in  the  garden  of  the  hotel. 

Randal  found  her  comfortably  established 
in  a  summer-house,  with  her  knitting  in  her 
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hands,  and  a  newspaper  on  her  lap.  She 
advanced  to_  meet  him,  all  smiles  and 
amiability.  "  How  nice  of  you  to  come  so 
soon  !"  she  began.  Her  keen  penetration 
discovered  something  in  his  face,  which 
checked  the  gaiety  of  her  welcome.  "  You 
don't  mean  to  say  that  you  are  going  to 
spoil  our  pleasant  little  dinner  by  bringing 
bad  news !"  she  added,  looking  at  him  sus- 
piciously. 

"  It  depends  on  you  to  decide  that," 
Eandal  replied. 

"  How  very  complimentary  to  a  poor 
useless  old  woman  !  Don't  be  mysterious, 
my  dear.  I  don't  belong  to  the  generation 
which  raises  storms  in  tea-cups,  and  calls 
skirmishes  with  savages,  battles.  Out 
with  it !" 

Eandal  handed  his  paper  to  her,  open  at  the 
right  place.     "  There  is  my  news,"  he  said. 
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Mrs.  Presty  looked  at  the  paragraph,  and 
handed  her  newspaper  to  Eandal. 

"  I  am  indeed  sorry  to  spoil  your  dramatic 
effect,"  she  said.  "  But  you  ought  to  have 
known  that  we  are  only  half-an-hour  behind 
you,  at  Sydenham,  in  the  matter  of  news. 
The  report  is  premature,  my  good  friend. 
But  if  these  newspaper-people  waited  to 
find  out  whether  a  report  was  true  or  false, 
how  much  gossip  would  society  get  in  its 
favourite  newspapers  ?  Besides,  if  it  isn't 
true  now,  it  will  be  true  next  week.  The 
author  only  says,  '  It's  whispered.'  How 
delicate  of  him  !  What  a  perfect  gentle- 
man !" 

"  Am  I  really  to  understand,  Mrs.  Presty, 
that  Catherine " 

"  You  are  to  understand  that  Catherine  is 
a  widow.  I  say  it  with  pride,  a  widow  of 
my  making  !" 
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"  If  this  is  one  of  your  jokes,  ma'am " 

"  Nothing  of  the  sort,  sir." 

"  Are  you  aware,  Mrs.  Presty,  that  my 
brother " 

"  Oh,  don't  talk  of  your  brother !  He's 
an  obstacle  in  our  way,  and  we  have  been 
compelled  to  get  rid  of  him." 

Eandal  drew  back  a  step.  Mrs.  Presty's 
audacity  was  something  more  than  he  could 
understand.  "  Is  this  woman  mad  ?"  he 
said  to  himself. 

"  Sit  down,"  said  Mrs.  Presty.  "  If  you 
are  determined  to  make  a  serious  business 
of  it — if  you  insist  on  my  justifying  my- 
self— you  are  to  be  pitied  for  not  possessing 
a  sense  of  humour,  but  you  shall  have  your 
own  way.  I  am  put  on  my  defence.  Very 
well.  You  shall  hear  how  my  divorced 
daughter  and  my  poor  little  grandchild 
were  treated  at  Sandy  seal,  after  you  left  us." 


28  THE  EVIL  GENIUS. 

Having  related  the  circumstances,  she 
suggested  that  Randal  should  put  himself 
in  Catherine's  place,  before  he  ventured  on 
expressing  an  opinion.  "  Would  you  have 
exposed  yourself  to  be  humiliated  again  in 
the  same  way  ?"  she  asked.  "  And  would 
you  have  seen  your  child  made  to  suffer  as 
well  as  yourself  ?" 

' '  I  should  have  kept  in  retirement  for  the 
future,"  he  answered,  "  and  not  have  trusted 
my  child  and  myself  among  strangers  in 
hotels." 

"  Ah,  indeed  ?  And  you  would  have 
condemned  your  poor  little  daughter  to 
solitude  ?  You  would  have  seen  her  pining 
for  the  company  of  other  children,  and 
would  have  had  no  mercy  on  her  ?  I 
wonder  what  you  would  have  done  when 
Captain  Bennydeck  paid  us  a  visit  at  the 
seaside  ?      He    was    introduced    to    Mrs. 
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Norman,  and  to  Mrs.  Norman's  little  girl, 
and  we  were  all  charmed  with  him.  When 
he  and  I  happened  to  be  left  together  he 
naturally  wondered,  after  having  seen  the 
beautiful  wife,  where  the  lucky  husband 
might  be.  If  he  had  asked  you  about  Mr. 
Norman,  how  would  you  have  answered  him  ?" 

"  I  should  have  told  the  truth." 

"  You  would  have  said  there  was  no  Mr. 
Norman  ?" 

"Yes." 

"  Exactly  what  I  did  !  And  the  Captain 
of  course  concluded  (after  having  been 
introduced  to  Kitty)  that  Mrs.  Norman  was 
a  widow.  If  I  had  set  him  right,  what 
would  have  become  of  my  daughter's 
reputation  ?  If  I  had  told  the  truth  at 
this  hotel,  when  everybody  wanted  to  know 
what  Mrs.  Norman  that  handsome  lady  was 
— what  would  the  consequences  have  been 
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to  Catherine  and  her  little  girl  ?  No  !  no  ! 
I  have  made  the  best  of  a  miserable  situa- 
tion ;  I  have  consulted  the  tranquillity  of  a 
cruelly  injured  woman  and  an  innocent 
child — with  this  inevitable  result;  I  have 
been  obliged  to  treat  your  brother  like  a 
character  in  a  novel.  I  have  shipwrecked 
Herbert  as  the  shortest  way  of  answering 
inconvenient  questions.  Vessel  found  bottom 
upwards  in  the  middle  of  the  Atlantic,  and 
everybody  on  board  drowned  of  course. 
Worse  stories  have  been  printed ;  I  do 
assure  you,  worse  stories  have  been  printed." 

Eandal  decided  on  leaving  her.  "  Have 
you  done  all  this  with  Catherine's  consent  ?" 
he  asked  as  he  got  up  from  his  chair. 

"  Catherine  submits  to  circumstances, 
like  a  sensible  woman." 

"  Does  she  submit  to  your  telling  Kitty 
that  her  father  is  dead  ?" 
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For  the  first  time  Mrs.  Presty  became 
serious. 

"  Wait  a  minute,"  she  answered.  "  Before 
I  consented  to  answer  the  child's  inquiries, 
I  came  to  an  understanding  with  the  mother. 
I  said,  '  Will  you  let  Kitty  see  her  father 
again?'" 

The  very  question  which  Eandal  had 
promised  to  ask  in  his  brother's  interests  ! 
"And  how  did  Catherine  answer  you?" 
he  inquired. 

"  Honestly.  She  said  :  '  I  daren't !' 
After  that,  I  had  her  mother's  authority  for 
telling  Kitty  that  she  would  never  see  her 
father  again.  She  asked  directly  if  her 
father  was  dead " 

"That  will  do,  Mrs.  Presty.  Your 
defence  is  thoroughly  worthy  of  your 
conduct  in  all  other  respects." 

"  Say  thoroughly  worthy  of  the  course 
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forced  upon  me  and  my  daughter  by  your 
brother's  infamous  conduct — and  you  will 
be  nearer  the  mark  !" 

Kandal  passed  this  over  without  notice. 
"  Be  so  good,"  he  said,  "  as  to  tell  Catherine 
that  I  try  to  make  every  possible  allowance 
for  her,  but  that  I  cannot  consent  to  sit  at 
her  dinner-table,  and  that  I  dare  not  face 
my  poor  little  niece,  after  what  I  have 
heard." 

Mrs.  Presty  recovered  all  her  audacity. 
"A  very  wise  decision,"  she  remarked. 
"  Your  sour  face  would  spoil  the  best  dinner 
that  ever  was  put  on  the  table.  Have  you 
any  message  for  Captain  Bennydeck  ?" 

Bandal  asked  if  his  friend  was  then  at 
the  hotel. 

Mrs.  Presty  smiled  significantly.  "  Not 
at  the  hotel,  just  now." 

"Where  is  he  ?" 
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"  Where  he  is  every  day,  about  this  time 
— out  driving  with  Catherine  and  Kitty." 

It  was  a  relief  to  Randal —  in  the 
present  state  of  Catherine's  relations  to- 
wards Bennydeck — to  return  to  London 
without  having  seen  his  friend.  He  took 
leave  of  Mrs.  Presty  with  the  formality  due 
to  a  stranger — he  merely  bowed.  That 
incorrigible  old  woman  treated  him  with 
affectionate  familiarity  in  return. 

"  Good-bye,  dear  Randal.  One  moment 
before  you  go  !  Will  it  be  of  any  use  if 
we  invite  you  to  the  marriage  ?" 

Arrived  at  the  station,  Randal  found  that 
he  must  wait  for  the  train.  While  he  was 
walking  up  and  down  the  platform,  with  a 
mind  doubly  distressed  by  anxiety  about  his 
brother  and  anxiety  about  Sydney,  the  train 
from  London  came  in.  He  stood,  looking 
absently    at    the    passengers    leaving    the 

vol.   in.  40 


34  THE  EVIL  GENIUS. 

carriages  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  plat- 
form. Suddenly,  a  voice  that  he  knew  was 
audible,  asking  the  way  to  Buck's  Hotel. 
He  crossed  the  line  in  an  instant,  and  found 
himself  face  to  face  with  Herbert. 


CHAPTER  XLI. 

MAKE    THE    BEST    OF    IT. 

Foe  a  moment  the  two  men  looked  at  each 
other  without  speaking.  Herbert's  won- 
dering eyes  accurately  reflected  his  brother's 
astonishment. 

"  What  are  you  doing  here  ?"  he 
asked.  Suspicion  overclouded  his  face  as 
he  put  the  question.  "  You  have  been  to 
the  hotel?"  he  burst  out;  "you  have 
seen  Catherine  ?" 

Randal  could  deny  that  he  had  seen 
Catherine,  with  perfect  truth — and  did  deny 
it  in  the  plainest  terms.  Herbert  was 
satisfied.        "  In   all   my   remembrance    of 
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you,"  he  said,  "  you  have  never  told  me  a 
lie.  We  have  both  seen  the  same  news- 
paper, of  course — and  you  have  been  the 
first  to  clear  the  thing  up.  That's  it,  isn't 
it?" 

"Yes." 

"  I  wonder  who  this  other  Mrs.  Norman 
is  ;    did  you  find  out  ?" 

"No." 

"  She's  not  Catherine,  at  any  rate  ;  I,  for 
one,  shall  go  home  with  a  lighter  heart." 
He  took  his  brother's  arm,  to  return  to 
the  other  platform.  "Do  you  know, 
Eandal,  I  was  almost  afraid  that  Catherine 
was  the  woman.  The  devil  take  the  thing, 
and  the  people  who  write  in  it !" 

He  snatched  a  newspaper  out  of  his 
pocket  as  he  spoke — tore  it  in  half — and 
threw  it  away.  "  Malcolm  meant  well, 
poor  fellow,"  he  said,  referring  to  the  old 
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servant,  "  but  he  made  a  miserable  man  of 
me  for  all  that." 

Not  satisfied  with  gossip  in  private,  the 
greedy  public  appetite  devours  gossip  in 
print,  and  wants  more  of  it  than  any  one 
editor  can  supply.  Randal  picked  up  the 
torn  newspaper.  It  was  not  the  newspaper 
which  he  had  bought  at  the  station. 
Herbert  had  been  reading  a  rival  journal, 
devoted  to  the  interests  of  Society — in  which 
the  report  of  Mrs.  Norman's  marriage  was 
repeated,  with  this  difference,  that  it  boldly 
alluded  to  Captain  Bennydeck  by  name. 
"Did  Malcolm  give  you  this?"  Randal  asked. 

"  Yes ;  he  and  the  servant  next  door 
subscribe  to  take  it  in ;  and  Malcolm 
thought  it  might  amuse  me.  It  drove  me 
out  of  the  house  and  into  the  railway.  If 
it  had  driven  me  out  of  my  mind,  I 
shouldn't  have  been  surprised." 
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"  Gently,    Herbert !     Supposing  the  re- 
port had  been  true ?" 

"  After  what  you  have  told  me,  why 
should  I  suppose  anything  of  the  sort  ?" 

"  Don't  be  angry  ;  and  do  pray  remember 
that  the  Divorce  allows  you  and  Catherine 
to  marry  again,  if  you  like." 

Herbert  became  more  unreasonable  than 
ever.  "  If  Catherine  does  think  of  marry- 
ing again,"  he  said,  "  the  man  will  have  to 
reckon  first  with  me.  But  that  is  not  the 
point.  You  seem  to  have  forgotten  that 
the  woman  at  Buck's  Hotel  is  described  as 
a  Widow.  The  bare  doubt  that  my 
divorced  wife  might  be  the  woman  was 
bad  enough — but  what  I  wanted  to  find  out 
was  how  she  had  passed  off  her  false  pre- 
tence on  our  child.  That  was  what 
maddened  me  !  No  more  of  it  now. 
Have  you  seen  Catherine  lately  ?" 
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"Not  lately." 

"  I  suppose  she  is  as  handsome  as  ever. 
When  will  you  ask  her  to  let  me  see 
Kitty  ?" 

"  Leave  that  to  me,"  was  the  one  reply 
which  Eandal  could  venture  to  make  at  the 
moment. 

The  serious  embarrassments  that  sur- 
rounded him  were  thickening  fast.  His 
naturally  frank  nature  urged  him  to 
undeceive  Herbert.  If  he  followed  his 
inclinations,  in  the  near  neighbourhood  *of 
the  hotel,  who  could  say  what  disasters 
might  not  ensue,  in  his  brother's  present 
frame  of  mind  ?  If  he  made  the  disclosure, 
on  their  return  to  the  house,  he  would  be 
only  running  the  same  risk  of  consequences, 
after  an  interval  of  delay ;  and,  if  he 
remained  silent,  the  march  of  events  might, 
at  any   moment,  lead  to  the  discovery  of 
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what  he  had  concealed.  Add  to  this,  that 
his  confidence  in  Catherine  had  been  rudely 
shaken.  Having  allowed  herself  to  be 
entrapped  into  the  deception  proposed  by 
her  mother,  and  having  thus  far  per- 
severed in  that  deception,  were  the 
chances  in  favour  of  her  revealing  her  true 
position — especially  if  she  was  disposed  to 
encourage  Bennydeck's  suit  ?  Kandal's 
loyalty  to  Catherine  hesitated  to  decide  that 
serious  question  against  the  woman  whom 
he  had  known,  trusted,  and  admired  for  so 
many  years.  In  any  event,  her  second 
marriage  would  lead  to  one  disastrous 
result.  It  would  sooner  or  later  come 
to  Herbert's  ears.  In  the  meantime,  after 
what  Mrs.  Presty  had  confessed,  the  cruel 
falsehood  which  had  checked  poor  Kitty's 
natural  inquiries  raised  an  insuperable  ob- 
stacle to  a  meeting  between  father  and  child. 
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If  Bandal  shrank  from  the  prospect 
which  thus  presented  itself  to  him,  in  his 
relations  with  his  brother,  and  if  his 
thoughts  reverted  to  Sydney  Westerfield, 
other  reasons  for  apprehension  found  their 
way  into  his  mind. 

He  had  promised  to  do  his  best  towards 
persuading  Catherine  to  grant  Sydney  an 
interview.  To  perform  that  promise  ap- 
peared to  be  now  simply  impossible. 
Under  the  exasperating  influence  of  a 
disappointment  for  which  she  was  not 
prepared,  it  was  hard  to  say  what  act  of 
imprudence  Sydney  might  not  commit. 
Even  the  chance  of  successfully  confiding 
her  to  Bennydeck's  protection,  had  lost 
something  of  its  fair  promise,  since  Eandal's 
visit  to  Sydenham.  That  the  Captain 
would  welcome  his  friend's  daughter  as 
affectionately  as  if  she  had  been  his  own 
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child,  was  not  to  be  doubted  for  a  moment. 
But  that  she  would  receive  the  same  unre- 
mitting attention,  while  he  was  courting 
Catherine,  which  would  have  been  offered 
to  her  under  other  circumstances,  was  not 
to  be  hoped.  Be  the  results,  however, 
what  they  might,  Eandal  could  see  but  one 
plain  course  before  him  now.  He  decided 
on  hastening  Sydney's  introduction  to 
Bennydeck,  and  on  writing  at  once  to 
prepare  the  Captain  for  that  event. 

Even  this  apparently  simple  proceeding 
required  examination  in  its  different 
bearings,  before  he  could  begin  his  letter. 

Would  he  be  justified  in  alluding  to  the 
report  which  associated  Bennydeck  with 
Catherine  ?  Considerations  of  delicacy 
seemed  to  forbid  taking  this  liberty,  even 
with  an  intimate  friend.  It  was  for  the 
Captain    to  confirm  what  Mrs.  Presty  had 
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said  of  him,  if  he  thought  it  desirable  to 
touch  on  the  subject  in  his  reply.  Besides, 
looking  to  Catherine's  interest — and  not 
forgetting  how  she  had  suffered  —  had 
Eandal  any  right  to  regard  with  other 
than  friendly  feelings  a  second  marriage, 
which  united  her  to  a  man  morally  and 
intellectually  the  superior  of  her  first 
husband  ?  What  happier  future  could 
await  her — especially  if  she  justified 
Sandal's  past  experience  of  all  that  was 
candid  and  truthful  in  her  character — than 
to  become  his  friend's  wife  ? 

Written  under  the  modifying  influence 
of  these  conclusions,  his  letter  contained  the 
few  words  that  follow  : — 

"  I  have  news  for  you  which  I  am  sure 
you  will  be  glad  to  hear.  Your  old  friend's 
daughter  has  abandoned  her  sinful  way  of 
life,  and   has  made  sacrifices  which  prove 
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the  sincerity  of  her  repentance.  Without 
entering  into  particulars  which  may  be 
mercifully  dismissed  from  notice,  let  me 
only  assure  you  that  I  answer  for  Sydney 
Westerfield  as  being  worthy  of  the  fatherly 
interest  which  you  feel  in  her.  Shall  I  say 
that  she  may  expect  an  early  visit  from  you, 
when  I  see  her  to-morrow  ?  I  don't  doubt 
that  I  am  free  already  to  do  this ;  but  it 
will  encourage  the  poor  girl,  if  I  can  speak 
with  your  authority." 

He  added  Sydney's  address  in  a  post- 
script, and  despatched  his  letter  that 
evening. 

On  the  afternoon  of  the  next  day  two 
letters  were  delivered  to  Eandal,  bearing 
the  Sydenham  postmark. 

The  first  which  he  happened  to  take  up 
was  addressed  to  him  in  Mrs.  Presty's  hand- 
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writing.  His  opinion  of  this  correspondent 
was  expressed  in  prompt  action — he  threw 
the  letter,  unopened,  into  the  waste-paper 
basket. 

The  next  letter  was  from  Bennydeck, 
written  in  the  kindest  terms,  but  containing 
no  allusion  to  any  contemplated  change  in 
his  life.  He  would  not  be  able  (W  wrote) 
to  leave  Sydenham  for  a  day  or  two.  No 
explanation  of  the  cause  of  this  delay 
followed.  But  it  might,  perhaps,  be  ex- 
cusable to  infer  that  the  marriage  had  not 
yet  been  decided  on,  and  that  the  Captain's 
proposals  were  still  waiting  for  Catherine's 
reply. 

Randal  put  the  letter  in  his  pocket,  and 
went  at  once  to  Sydney's  lodgings. 


CHAPTEK  XLIL 

TEY    TO    EXCUSE    HEE. 

The  weather  had  been  unusually  warm. 
Of  all  oppressive  summers  a  hot  summer  in 
London  is  the  hardest  to  endure.  The 
little  exercise  that  Sydney  could  take  was, 
as  Randal  knew,  deferred  until  the  evening. 
On  asking  for  her,  he  was  surprised  to  hear 
that  she  had  gone  out. 

"  Is  she  walking,"  he  asked,  "  on  such 
a  day  as  this  ?" 

No  :  she  was  too  much  overcome  by  the 
heat  to  be  able  to  walk.  The  landlady's 
boy  had  been  sent  to  fetch  a  cab,   and  he 
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had  heard  Miss  Westerfield  tell  the  driver 
to  go  to  Lincoln's  Inn  Fields. 

The  address  at  once  reminded  Eandal  of 
Mr.  Sarrazin.  On  the  chance  of  making  a 
discovery,  he  went  to  the  lawyer's  office. 
It  had  struck  him  as  being  just  possible 
that  Sydney  might  have  called  there  for  the 
second  time ;  and,  on  making  inquiry,  he 
found  that  his  surmise  was  correct.  Miss 
Westerfield  had  called,  and  had  gone  away 
again  more  than  an  hour  since. 

Having  mentioned  this  circumstance, 
good  Mr.  Sarrazin  rather  abruptly  changed 
the  subject. 

He  began  to  talk  of  the  weather,  and, 
like  everybody  else,  he  complained  of  the 
heat.  Keceiving  no  encouragement  so  far, 
he  selected  politics  as  his  next  topic. 
Eandal  was  unapproachably  indifferent  to 
the  state  of  parties,  and  the  urgent  necessity 
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for  reform.  Still  bent,  as  it  seemed,  on 
preventing  his  visitor  from  taking  a  leading 
part  in  the  conversation,  Mr.  Sarrazin  tried 
the  exercise  of  hospitality  next.  He  opened 
his  cigar-case,  and  entered  eagerly  into  the 
merits  of  his  cigars ;  he  proposed  a  cool 
drink,  and  described  the  right  method  of 
making  it  as  distinguished  from  the  wrong. 
Randal  was  not  thirsty,  and  was  not  inclined 
to  smoke.  Would  the  pertinacious  lawyer 
give  way  at  last  ?  In  appearance,  at  least, 
he  submitted  to  defeat.  "  You  want  some- 
thing of  me,  my  friend,"  he  said,  with  a 
patient  smile.     "  What  is  it  ?" 

"  I  want  to  know  why  Miss  Westerfield 
called  on  you." 

Randal  flattered  himself  that  he  had 
made  a  prevaricating  reply  simply  im- 
possible. Nothing  of  the  sort !  Mr. 
Sarrazin   slipped  through  his  fingers  once 
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more.     The    unwritten  laws   of    gallantry- 
afforded  him  a  refuge  now. 

"  The  most  inviolable  respect,"  he 
solemnly  declared,  "  is  due  to  a  lady's 
confidence— and,  what  is  more,  to  a  young 
lady's  confidence — and,  what  is  more  yet, 
to  a  pretty  young  lady's  confidence.  The 
sex,  my  dear  fellow !  Must  I  recall  your 
attention  to  what  is  due  to  the  sex  ?" 

This  little  outbreak  of  the  foreign  side  of 
his  friend's  character  was  no  novelty  to 
Randal.  He  remained  as  indifferent  to  the 
inviolate  claims  of  the  sex  as  if  he  had  been 
an  old  man  of  ninety. 

"Did  Miss  Westerfield  say  anything 
about  me  ?"  was  his  next  question. 

Slippery  Mr.  Sarrazin  slid  into  another 
refuge  :  he  entered  a  protest. 

"  Here  is  a  change  of  persons  and 
places!"  he  exclaimed.     "Am  I  a  witness 
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in  a  court  of  justice — and  are  you  the 
lawyer  who  examines  me  ?  My  memory 
is  defective,  my  learned  friend.  Non  mi 
ricordo.     I  know  nothing  about  it." 

Eandal  changed  his  tone.  "  We  have 
amused  ourselves  long  enough,"  he  said. 
"  I  have  serious  reasons,  Sarrazin,  for 
wishing  to  know  what  passed  between 
Miss  Westerfield  and  you — and  I  trust  my 
old  friend  to  relieve  my  anxiety." 

The  lawyer  was  accustomed  to  say  of 
himself  that  he  never  did  things  by  halves. 
His  answer  to  Eandal  offered  a  proof  of  his 
accurate  estimate  of  his  own  character. 

"  Your  old  friend  will  deserve  your  con- 
fidence in  him,"  he  answered.  "  You  want 
to  know  why  Miss  Westerfield  called  here. 
Her  object  in  view  was  to  twist  me  round 
her  finger — and  I  beg  to  inform  you  that 
she   has   completely  succeeded.     My  dear 
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Randal,  this  pretty  creature's  cunning  is 
remarkable,  even  for  a  woman.  I  am  an 
old  lawyer,  skilled  in  the  ways  of  the  world 
— and  a  young  girl  has  completely  over- 
reached me.  She  asked — oh,  heavens,  how 
innocently  ! — if  Mrs.  Norman  was  likely  to 
make  a  long  stay  at  her  present  place  of 
residence." 

Eandal  interrupted  him.  "  You  don't 
mean  to  tell  me  you  have  given  her 
Catherine's  address  ?" 

"Buck's  Hotel,  Sydenham,"  Mr.  Sarrazin 
answered.  "  She  has  got  the  address  down 
in  her  nice  little  pocket-book." 

"  What  amazing  weakness !"  Eandal  ex- 
claimed. 

Mr.  Sarrazin  cordially  agreed  with  him. 
"  Amazing  weakness,  as  you  say.  Pretty 
Miss  Sydney  has  extracted  more  things, 
besid£sdbb5n3553?^>^She  knows  that  Mrs. 
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Norman  is  here  on  business  relating  to  new 
investments    of  her    money.     She    knows 
besides  that  one  of  the  trustees  is  keeping 
us  waiting.      She  also   made  sensible  re- 
marks.    She  mentioned  having  heard  Mrs. 
Norman  say  that  the  air  of  London  never 
agreed  with   her;    and   she  hoped   that  a 
comparatively  healthy  neighbourhood   had 
been   chosen  for  Mrs.  Norman's  place   of 
residence.     This,  you  see,  was  leading  up 
to  the  discovery  of  the  address.     The  spirit 
of  mischief  possessed  me ;  I  allowed  Miss 
Westerfield  to  take  a  little  peep  at  the  truth. 
'  Mrs.  Norman  is  not  actually  in  London/ 
I  said ;   '  she  is  only  in  the  neighbourhood.' 
For  what  followed  on  this,  my  experience 
of  ladies  ought  to  have  prepared  me.     I  am 
ashamed  to  say  this  lady  took  me  completely 
by  surprise." 

< 'What  did  she  do?" 
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"Fell  on  her  knees,  poor  dear — and 
said,  '  Oh,  Mr.  Sarrazin,  be  kinder  to  me 
than  you  have  ever  been  yet ;  tell  me  where 
Mrs.  Norman  is !' — I  put  her  back  in  her 
chair,  and  I  took  her  handkerchief  out  of 
her  pocket  and  I  wiped  her  eyes." 

"  And  then  you  told  her  the  address  ?" 
"  I  was  near  it,  but  I  didn't  do  it  yet. 
I  asked  what  you  had  done  in  the  matter. 
Alas,  your  kind  heart  has  led  you  to  promise 
more  than  you  could  perform.  She  had 
waited  to  hear  from  you  if  Mrs.  Norman 
consented  to  see  her,  and  had  waited  in 
vain.  Hard  on  her,  wasn't  it  ?  I  was 
sorry,  but  I  was  still  obdurate.  I  only  felt 
the  symptoms  which  warned  me  that  I  was 
going  to  make  a  fool  of  myself,  when  she 
let  me  into  her  secret  for  the  first  time, 
and  said  plainly  what  she  wanted  with  Mrs. 
Norman.     Her  tears  and  her  entreaties  I 
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had  resisted.  The  confession  of  her  motives 
overpowered  me.  It  is  right,"  cried  Mr. 
Sarrazin,  suddenly  warming  into  enthu- 
siasm, ' '  that  these  two  women  should 
meet.  Kemember  how  that  poor  girl  has 
proved  that  her  repentance  is  no  sham.  I 
say,  she  has  a  right  to  tell,  and  the  lady 
whom  she  has  injured  has  a  right  to  hear, 
what  she  has  done  to  atone  for  the  pask 
what  confession  she  is  willing  to  make  to 
the  one  woman  in  the  world  (though  she  is 
a  divorced  woman)  who  is  most  interested 
in  hearing  what  Miss  Westerfield's  life  has 
been  with  that  wretched  brother  of  yours. 
Ah,  yes,  I  know  what  the  English  cant 
may  say.  Away  with  the  English  cant !  it 
is  the  worst  obstacle  to  the  progress  of  the 
English  nation  !" 

Eandal  listened  absently :  he  was  think- 
ing. 
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There  could  be  little  doubt  to  what 
destination  Sydney  Westerfield  had  betaken 
herself,  when  she  left  the  lawyer's  office. 
At  that  moment,  perhaps,  she  and  Catherine 
were  together — and  together  alone. 

Mr.  Sarrazin  had  noticed  his  friend's 
silence.  "Is  it  possible  you  don't  agree 
with  me  ?"  he  asked. 

"  I  don't  feel  as  hopefully  as  you  do,  if 
these  two  ladies  meet." 

"  Ah,  my  friend,  you  are  not  a  sanguine 
man  by  nature.  If  Mrs.  Norman  treats 
our  poor  Sydney  just  as  a  commonplace 
ill-tempered  woman  would  treat  her,  I  shall 
be  surprised  indeed.  Say,  if  you  like,  that 
she  will  be  insulted — of  this  I  am  sure, 
she  will  not  return  it ;  there  is  no  expiation 
that  is  too  bitter  to  be  endured  by  that 
resolute  little  creature.  Her  fine  nature 
has  been  tempered  by  adversity.     A  hard 
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life  has  been  Sydney's,  depend  upon  it,  in 
the  years  before  you  and  I  met  with  her. 
Good  Heavens  !  What  would  my  wife  say 
if  she  heard  me  ?  The  women  are  nice, 
but  they  have  their  drawbacks.  Let  us 
wait  till  to-morrow,  my  dear  boy;  and  let 
us  believe  in  Sydney  without  allowing  our 
wives — I  beg  your  pardon,  I  mean  my  wife 
— to  suspect  in  what  forbidden  direction  our 
sympathies  are  leading  us.  Oh,  for  shame  !" 
"Who  could  persist  in  feeling  depressed 
in  the  company  of  such  a  man  as  this  ? 
Eandal  went  home  with  the  influence  of 
Mr.  Sarrazin's  sanguine  nature  in  undis- 
turbed possession  of  him,  until  his  old 
servant's  gloomy  face  confronted  him  at  the 
door. 

"  Anything  gone  wrong,  Malcolm  ?" 
"I'm  sorry  to  say,  sir,  Mr.  Herbert  has 
left  us." 
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"  Left  us  !     Why  ?" 

"  I  don't  know,  sir." 

"  Where  has  he  gone  ?" 

"  He  didn't  tell  me." 

"  Is  there  no  letter  ?     No  message  ?" 

"  There's  a  message,  sir.  Mr.  Herbert 
came  back " 

"  Stop !  Where  had  he  been  when  he 
came  back  ?" 

"  He  said  he  felt  a  little  lonely  after  you 
went  out,  and  he  thought  it  might  cheer 
him  up  if  he  went  to  the  club.  I  was  to 
tell  you  where  he  had  gone  if  you  asked 
what  had  become  of  him.  He  said  it 
kindly  and  pleasantly — quite  like  himself, 
sir.  But,  when  he  came  back — if  you'll 
excuse  my  saying  so — I  never  saw  a  man 
in  a  worse  temper.  '  Tell  my  brother  I 
am  obliged  to  him  for  his  hospitality,  and 
I  won't  take  advantage  of  it  any  longer.' 
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That  was  Mr.  Herbert's  message.  I  tried 
to  say  a  word.  He  banged  the  door,  and 
away  he  went." 

Even  Randal's  patient  and  gentle  nature 
rose  in  revolt  against  his  brother's  treatment 
of  him.  He  entered  his  sitting-room  in 
silence.  Malcolm  followed,  and  pointed  to 
a  letter  on  the  table.  "  I  think  you  must 
have  thrown  it  away  by  mistake,  sir,"  the 
old  man  explained ;  "I  found  it  in  the 
waste -paper  basket."  He  bowed  with  the 
unfailing  respect  of  the  old  school,  and 
withdrew. 

Randal's  first  resolve  was  to  dismiss 
his  brother  from  further  consideration* 
"  Kindness  is  thrown  away  on  Herbert," 
he  thought ;  "I  shall  treat  him  for  the 
future  as  he  has  treated  me." 

But  his  brother  was  still  in  his  mind. 
He    opened   Mrs.    Presty's  letter — on    the 
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chance  that  it  might  turn  the  current  of  his 
thoughts  in  a  new  direction. 

In  spite  of  Mrs.  Presty,  in  spite  of  him- 
self, his  heart  softened  towards  the  man 
who  had  behaved  so  badly  to  him.  Instead 
of  reading  the  letter,  he  was  now  trying  to 
discover  a  connection  between  his  brother's 
visit  to  the  club  and  his  brother's  angry 
message.  Had  Herbert  heard  something 
said,  among  gossiping  members  in  the 
smoking-room,  which  might  account  for  his 
conduct  ?  If  Eandal  had  belonged  to  the 
club  he  would  have  gone  there  to  make 
inquiries.  How  could  he  get  the  in- 
formation that  he  wanted,  in  some  other 
way  ? 

After  considering  for  awhile,  he  re- 
membered the  dinner  that  he  had  given  to 
his  friend  Sarrazin  on  his  return  from  the 
United   States,   and   the  departure    of   the 
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lawyer  to  his  club,  with  a  purpose  in  view 
which  interested  them  both.  It  was  the 
same  club  to  which  Herbert  belonged. 
Eandal  wrote  at  once  to  Mr.  Sarrazin, 
mentioning  what  had  happened,  and  ac- 
knowledging the  anxiety  that  weighed  on 
his  mind. 

Having  instructed  Malcolm  to  take  the 
letter  to  the  lawyer's  house,  and,  if  he  was 
not  at  home,  to  inquire  where  he  might  be 
found,  Eandal  adopted  the  readiest  means 
of  composing  himself,  in  the  servant's 
absence,  by  lighting  his  pipe. 

He  was  enveloped  in  clouds  of  tobacco- 
smoke — the  only  clouds  which  we  can  trust 
never  to  prove  unworthy  of  our  confidence 
in  them — when  Mrs.  Presty's  letter  caught 
his  attention.  If  the  month  had  been 
January  instead  of  July,  he  would  have 
thrown   it   into   the   fire.       Under  present 
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circumstances    he    took    it   up    and    read 
it:— 


"  I  bear  no  malice,  dear  Eandal,  and  I 
write  to  you  as  affectionately  as  if  you  had 
kept  your  temper  on  the  occasion  when  we 
last  met. 

"  You  will  be  pleased  to  hear  that 
Catherine  was  as  thoroughly  distressed  as 
you  could  wish  her  to  be,  when  it  became 
my  disagreeable  duty  to  mention  what  had 
passed  between  us,  by  way  of  accounting 
for  your  absence.  She  was  quite  unable  to 
rally  her  spirits,  even  with  dear  Captain 
Bennydeck  present  to  encourage  her. 

" '  I  am  not  receiving  you  as  I  ought,' 
she  said  to  him,  when  we  began  dinner, 
'  but  there  is  perhaps  some  excuse  for  me. 
I  have  lost  the  regard  and  esteem  of  an  old 
friend,  who  has  cruelly  wronged  me.'    From 
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motives  of  delicacy  (which  I  don't  expect 
you  to  understand)  she  refrained  from 
mentioning  your  name.  The  prettiest 
answer  that  I  ever  heard  was  the  answer 
that  the  Captain  returned.  '  Let  the  true 
friend,'  he  said,  '  take  the  place  in  your 
heart  which  the  false  friend  has  lost.' 

"  He  kissed  her  hand.  If  you  had  seen 
how  he  did  it,  and  how  she  looked  at  him, 
you  would  have  felt  that  you  had  done  more 
towards  persuading  my  daughter  to  marry 
the  Captain,  than  any  other  person  about 
her,  myself  included.  You  had  deserted 
her ;  you  had  thrown  her  back  on  the  one 
friend  left.  Thank  you,  Eandal.  In  our 
best  interests,  thank  you. 

"  It  is  needless  to  add  that  I  got  out  of 
the  way,  and  took  Kitty  with  me,  at  the 
earliest  opportunity — and  left  them  by 
themselves. 


TRY  TO  EXCUSE  HER.  63 

"  At  bed-time  I  went  into  Catherine's 
room.  Our  interview  began  and  ended  in 
less  than  a  minute.  It  was  useless  to  ask 
if  the  Captain  had  proposed  marriage  ;  her 
agitation  sufficiently  informed  me  of  what 
had  happened.  My  one  question  was : 
'  Dearest  Catherine,  have  you  said  Yes  ?' 
She  turned  shockingly  pale,  and  answered  : 
'  I  have  not  said  No.'  Could  anything  be 
more  encouraging  ?  God  bless  you ;  we 
shall  meet  at  the  wedding." 

Kandal  laid  down  the  letter,  and  filled 
his  pipe  again.  He  was  not  in  the  least 
exasperated ;  he  was  only  anxious  to  hear 
from  Mr.  Sarrazin.  If  Mrs.  Presty  had 
seen  him  at  that  moment,  she  would  have 
said  to  herself:  "I  forgot  the  wretch  was 
a  smoker." 
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In  half  an  hour  more  the  door  was 
opened  by  Malcolm,  and  Mr.  Sarrazin  in 
person  answered  his  friend. 

"  There  are  no  such  incorrigible  gossips," 
he  said,  "  as  men  in  the  smoking-room  of 
a  club.  Those  popular  newspapers  began 
the  mischief,  and  the  editor  of  one  of  them 
completed  it.  How  he  got  his  information 
I  am  not  able  to  say.  The  small-talk 
turned  on  that  report  about  the  charming 
widow ;  and  the  editor  congratulated  him- 
self on  the  delicacy  of  his  conduct.  '  When 
the  paragraph  reached  me,'  he  said,  '  the 
writer  mentioned  that  Mrs.  Norman  was 
that  well-known  lady,  the  divorced  Mrs. 
Herbert  Linley.  I  thought  this  rather  too 
bad,  and  I  cut  it  out.'  Your  brother 
appears  to  have  been  present — but  he 
seldom  goes  to  the  club,  and  none  of  the 
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members  knew  him  even  by  sight.  Shall 
I  give  you  a  light  ?     Your  pipe's  out." 

Eandal's  feelings,  at  that  moment,  were 
not  within  reach  of  the  comforting  influence 
of  tobacco. 

"  Do  you  think  your  brother  has  gone  to 
Sydenham  ?"  Mr.  Sarrazin  asked. 

Eandal  answered  :  "I  haven't  a  doubt 
of  it  now." 
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CHAPTER  XLIII. 

KNOW    YOUR   OWN    MIND. 

The  garden  of  the  hotel  at  Sydenham  had 
originally  belonged  to  a  private  house.  Of 
great  extent,  it  had  been  laid  out  in  ex- 
cellent taste.  Flower-beds  and  lawns,  a 
handsome  fountain,  seats  shaded  by  groups 
of  fine  trees  at  their  full  growth,  completed 
the  pastoral  charm  of  the  place.  A  wind- 
ing path  led  across  the  garden  from  the 
back  of  the  house.  It  had  been  continued 
by  the  speculator  who  purchased  the  pro- 
perty, until  it  reached  a  road  at  the 
extremity  of  the  grounds  which  commu- 
nicated with  the   Crystal  Palace.     Visitors 
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to  the  hotel  had  such  pleasant  associations 
with  the  garden  that  many  of  them  re- 
turned at  future  opportunities,  instead  of 
trying  the  attraction  of  some  other  place. 
Various  tastes  and  different  ages  found 
their  wishes  equally  consulted  here.  Chil- 
dren rejoiced  in  the  finest  playground  they 
had  ever  seen.  Remote  walks,  secluded 
among  shrubberies,  invited  persons  of  re- 
served disposition  who  came  as  strangers, 
and  as  strangers  desired  to  remain.  The 
fountain  and  the  lawn  collected  sociable 
visitors,  who  were  always  ready  to  make 
acquaintance  with  each  other.  Even  the 
amateur  artist  could  take  liberties  with 
Nature,  and  find  the  accommodating  limits 
of  the  garden  sufficient  for  his  purpose. 
Trees  in  the  foreground  sat  to  him  for 
likenesses  that  were  never  recognised  ;  and 
hills  submitted  to  unprovoked  familiarities, 
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on  behalf  of  brushes  which  were  not 
daunted  by  distance. 

On  the  day  after  the  dinner  which  had 
so  deplorably  failed,  in  respect  of  one  of 
the  guests  invited,  to  fulfil  Catherine's 
anticipations,  there  was  a  festival  at  the 
Palace.  It  had  proved  so  generally  attrac- 
tive to  the  guests  at  the  hotel  that  the 
grounds  were  almost  deserted. 

As  the  sun  declined,  on  a  lovely  summer 
evening,  the  few  invalids  feebly  wandering 
about  the  flower-beds,  or  resting  under 
the  trees,  began  to  return  to  the  house 
in  dread  of  the  dew.  Catherine  and  her 
child,  with  the  nursemaid  in  attendance, 
were  left  alone  in  the  garden.  Kitty  found 
her  mother,  as  she  openly  declared,  "not 
such  good  company  as  usual."  Since  the 
day  when  her  grandmother  had  said  the 
fatal    words    which    checked     all    further 
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allusion  to  her  father,  the  child  had  shown 
a  disposition  to  complain,  if  she  was  not 
constantly  amused.  She  complained  of 
Mrs.  Presty  now. 

"  I  think  Grandmamma  might  have 
taken  me  to  the  Crystal  Palace,"  she  said. 

"  My  dear,  your  Grandmamma  has 
friends  with  her  —  ladies  and  gentlemen 
who  don't  care  to  he  troubled  with  a 
child." 

Kitty  received  this  information  in  a 
very  unamiable  spirit.  "I.  hate  ladies 
and  gentlemen  !"  she   said. 

"  Even  Captain  Bennydeck  ?"  her 
mother  asked. 

"  No  ;  I  like  my  nice  Captain.  And  I 
like  the  waiters.  They  would  take  me  to 
the  Crystal  Palace— only  they're  always 
busy.  I  wish  it  was  bed-time  ;  I  don't 
know  what  to  do  with  myself." 


7o  THE  EVIL  GENIUS. 

"  Take  a  little  walk  with  Susan." 

"  Where  shall  I  go  ?" 

Catherine  looked  towards  the  gate  which 
opened  on  the  road,  and  proposed  a  visit 
to  the  old  man  who  kept  the  lodge. 

Kitty  shook  her  head.  There  was  an 
objection  to  the  old  man.  "  He  asks 
questions  ;  he  wants  to  know  how  I  get 
on  with  my  sums.  He's  proud  of  his 
summing;  and  he  finds  me  out  when  I'm 
wrong.     I  don't  like  the  lodge-keeper." 

Catherine  looked  the  other  way,  towards 
the  house.  The  pleasant  fall  of  water  in 
the  basin  of  the  distant  fountain  was  just 
audible.  "  Go  and  feed  the  gold-fishes," 
she  suggested. 

This  was  a  prospect  of  amusement  which 
at  once  raised  Kitty's  spirits.  "  That's  the 
thing !"  she  cried,  and  ran  off  to  the  foun- 
tain, with  the  nursemaid  after  her. 
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Catherine  seated  herself  under  the  trees, 
and  watched  in  solitude  the  decline  of  the 
sun  in  a  cloudless  sky.  The  memory  of 
the  happy  years  of  her  marriage  had  never 
been  so  sadly  and  persistently  present  to 
her  mind  as  at  this  time,  when  the  choice 
of  another  married  life  waited  her  decision 
to  become  an  accomplished  fact.  Eemem- 
brances  of  the  past,  which  she  had  such 
bitter  reason  to  regret,  and  forebodings  of 
the  future,  in  which  she  was  more  than 
half  inclined  to  believe,  oppressed  her  at 
one  and  the  same  moment.  She  thought 
of  the  different  circumstances,  so  widely 
separated  by  time,  under  which  Herbert 
(years  ago)  and  Bennydeck  (twenty-four 
hours  since)  had  each  owned  his  love,  and 
pleaded  for  an  indulgent  hearing.  Her 
mind  contrasted  the  dissimilar  results. 

Pressed  by  the  faithless  man  who   had 
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so  cruelly  wronged  her  in  after  years,  she 
only  wondered  why  he  had  waited  so  long 
before  he  asked  her  to  marry  him. 
Addressed  with  equal  ardour  by  that  other 
man,  whose  age,  whose  character,  whose 
modest  devotion  offered  her  every  assurance 
of  happiness  that  a  woman  could  desire, 
she  had  struggled  against  herself,  and  had 
begged  him  to  give  her  a  day  to  consider. 
That  day  was  now  drawing  to  an  end.  As 
she  watched  the  setting  sun,  the  phantom 
of  her  guilty  husband  darkened  the  heavenly 
light ;  embittered  the  distrust  of  herself 
which  made  her  afraid  to  say  Yes ;  and  left 
her  helpless  before  the  hesitation  which 
prevented  her  from  saying  No. 

The  figure  of  a  man  appeared  on  the 
lonely  path  that  led  to  the  lodge  gate. 

Impulsively,  she  rose  from  her  seat  as  he 
advanced.  Impulsively,  she  sat  down  again. 
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After  that  first  act  of  indecision,  the  flutter  of 
her  spirits  abated ;  she  was  able  to  think. 

To  avoid  him,  after  he  had  spared  her 
at  her  own  request,  would  have  been  an 
act  of  ingratitude :  to  receive  him  was  to 
place  herself  once  more  in  the  false  position 
of  a  woman  too  undecided  to  know  her 
own  mind.  Forced  to  choose  between 
these  alternatives,  her  true  regard  for 
Bennydeck  forbade  her  to  think  of  herself, 
and  encouraged  her  to  wait  for  him.  As 
he  came  nearer,  she  saw  anxiety  in  his 
face,  and  observed  an  open  letter  in  his 
hand.  He  smiled  as  he  approached  her,  and 
asked  leave  to  take  a  chair  at  her  side.  At 
the  same  time,  when  he  perceived  that 
she  had  noticed  his  letter,  he  put  it 
away  hurriedly  in  his  pocket. 

"  I  hope  nothing  has  happened  to  annoy 
you,"  she  said. 
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He  smiled  again ;  and  asked  if  she  was 
thinking  of  his  letter.  "It  is  only  a 
report,"  he  added,  "from  my  second  in 
command,  whom  I  have  left  in  charge  of 
my  Home.  He  is  an  excellent  man ;  but 
I  am  afraid  his  temper  is  not  proof  against 
the  ingratitude  which  we  sometimes  meet 
with.  He  doesn't  yet  make  allowances 
for  what  even  the  best  natures  suffer,  under 
the  deteriorating  influence  of  self-distrust 
and  despair.  No,  I  am  not  anxious  about 
the  result  of  this  case.  I  forget  all  my 
anxieties  (except    one)    when  I   am    with 

you." 

His  eyes  told  her  that  he  was  about  to 
return  to  the  one  subject  that  she 
dreaded.  She  tried — as  women  will  try, 
in  the  little  emergencies  of  their  lives — 
to  gain  time. 

"  I  am   interested  about   your  Home," 
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she  said :  "I  want  to  know  what  sort 
of  place  it  is.  Is  the  discipline  very- 
severe  ?" 

"  There  is  no  discipline,"  he  answered 
warmly.  "  My  one  object  is  to  be  a  friend 
to  my  friendless  fellow-creatures  ;  and  my 
one  way  of  governing  them  is  to  follow  the 
teaching  of  the  Sermon  on  the  Mount. 
Whatever  else  I  may  remind  them  of,  when 
they  come  to  me,  I  am  determined  not  to 
remind  them  of  a  prison.  For  this  reason 
— though  I  pity  the  hardened  wanderers  of 
the  streets,  I  don't  open  my  doors  to  them. 
Many  a  refuge,  in  which  discipline  is 
inevitable,  is  open  to  these  poor  sinners 
already.  My  welcome  is  offered  to  peni- 
tents and  sufferers  of  another  kind — who 
have  fallen  from  positions  in  life,  in  which 
the  sense  of  honour  has  been  cultivated ; 
whose   despair   is  associated  with  remem- 
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brances  which  I  may  so  encourage,  with 
the  New  Testament  to  help  me,  as  to  lead 
them  back  to  the  religious  influences  under 
which  their  purer  and  happier  lives  may 
have  been  passed.  Here  and  there,  I 
meet  with  disappointments.  But  I  persist 
in  my  system  of  trusting  them  as  freely  as 
if  they  were  my  own  children;  and,  for  the 
most  part,  they  justify  my  confidence  in 
them.  On  the  day — if  it  ever  comes — when 
I  find  discipline  necessary,  I  shall  suffer 
my  disappointment  and  close  my  doors." 

"  Is  your  house  open,"  Catherine  asked, 
"  to  men  and  women  alike?" 

He  was  eager  to  speak  with  her  on  a 
subject  more  interesting  to  him  even  than 
his  Home.  •  Answering  her  question,  in 
this  frame  of  mind,  his  thoughts  wandered  : 
he  drew  lines  absently  with  his  walking- 
stick  on  the  soft  earth  under  the  trees. 
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"  The  means  at  my  disposal,"  he  said, 
"  are  limited.  I  have  been  obliged  to 
choose  between  the  men  and  the  women." 

"  And  you  have  chosen  women  ?" 

"  Yes." 

"  Why  ?" 

"Because  a  lost  woman  is  a  more  friend- 
less creature  than  a  lost  man." 

"  Do  they  come  to  you  ?  or  do  you  look 
for  them  ?" 

"  They  mostly  come  to  me.  There  is  one 
young  woman,  however,  now  waiting  to  see 
me,  whom  I  have  been  looking  for.  I  am 
deeply  interested  in  her." 

"  Is  it  her  beauty  that  interests  you  ?" 

"  I  have  not  seen  her  since  she  was  a 
child.  She  is  the  daughter  of  an  old  friend 
of  mine,  who  died  many  years  ago." 

"  And  with  that  claim  on  you,  you  keep 
her  waiting?" 
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"  Yes." 

He  let  his  stick  drop  on  the  ground,  and 
looked  at  Catherine ;  but  he  offered  no 
explanation  of  his  strange  conduct.  She 
was  a  little  disappointed.  "  You  have 
been  some  time  away  from  your  Home," 
she  said  ;  still  searching  for  his  reasons. 
"  When  do  you  go  back  ?" 

"I  go  back,"  he  answered,  "wheii  I 
know  whether  I  may  thank  God  for  being 
the  happiest  man  living." 

They  were  both  silent. 


CHAPTEE  XLIV. 

THINK   OF    CONSEQUENCES. 

Catherine  listened  to  the  fall  of  water  in 
the  basin  of  the  fountain.  She  was  con- 
scious of  a  faint  hope — a  hope  unworthy  of 
her — that  Kitty  might  get  weary  of  the  gold- 
fishes, and  might  interrupt  them.  No  such 
thing  happened;  no  stranger  appeared  on 
the  path  which  wound  through  the  garden. 
She  was  alone  with  him.  The  influences  of 
the  still  and  fragrant  summer  evening  were 
influences  which  breathed  of  love. 

"  Have  you  thought  of  me  since  yester- 
day?" he  asked  gently. 
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She  owned  that  she  had  thought  of  him. 

"  Is  there  no  hope  that  your  heart  will 
ever  incline  towards  me?" 

"  I  daren't  consult  my  heart.     If  I  had 

only  to  consider  my  own  feelings "  She 

stopped. 

*'  What  else  have  you  to  consider  ?" 

"  My  past  life — how  I  have  suffered, 
and  what  I  have  to  repent  of." 

"  Has  your  married  life  not  been  a  happy 
one  ?"  he  asked. 

"  Not  a  happy  one — in  the  end,"  she 
answered. 

"  Through  no  fault  of  yours,  I  am 
sure  ?" 

"  Through  no  fault  of  mine,  certainly." 

"  And  yet  you  said  just  now  that  you  had 
something  to  repent  of?" 

"I  was  not  thinking  of  my  husband, 
Captain    Bennydeck,    when    I   said     that. 
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If  I  have  injured  any  person,  the  person 
is  myself." 

She  was  thinking  of  that  fatal  concession 
to  the  advice  of  her  mother,  and  to  the 
interests  of  her  child,  which  placed  her  in 
a  false  position  towards  the  honest  man 
who  loved  her  and  trusted  her.  If  he  had 
been  less  innocent  in  the  ways  of  the  world, 
and  not  so  devotedly  fond  of  her,  he  might, 
little  by  little,  have  persuaded  Catherine  to 
run  the  risk  of  shocking  him  by  a  confession 
of  the  truth.  As  it  was,  his  confidence  in 
her  raised  him  high  above  the  reach  of 
suspicions  which  might  have  occurred  to 
other  men.  He  saw  her  turn  pale ;  he  saw 
distress  in  her  face,  which  he  interpreted  as 
a  silent  reproach  to  him  for  the  questions 
that  he  had  asked. 

"  I  hope  you  will  forgive  me  ?"  he  said 
simply. 

vol.  in.  43 
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She  was  astonished.  "  What  have  I  to 
forgive  ?" 

"  My  want  of  delicacy." 

"  Oh,  Captain  Bennydeck,  you  speak  of 
one  of  your  great  merits  as  if  it  was  a  fault ! 
Over  and  over  again  I  have  noticed  your 
delicacy,  and  admired  it." 

He  was  too  deeply  in  earnest  to  abandon 
his  doubts  of  himself. 

"  I  have  ignorantly  led  you  to  think  of 
your  sorrows,"  he  said ;  "  sorrows  that  I 
cannot  console.  I  don't  deserve  to  be 
forgiven.  May  I  make  the  one  excuse  in 
my  power  ?    May  I  speak  of  myself  ?" 

She  told  him  by  a  gesture  that  he  had 
made  a  needless  request. 

"  The  life  I  have  led,"  he  resumed, 
"  accounts  perhaps,  in  some  degree,  for 
what  is  deficient  in  me.  At  school,  I  was 
not  a  popular  boy ;  I  only  made  one  friend, 
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and  he  has  long  since  heen  numbered  with 
the  dead.  Of  my  life  at  college,  and  after- 
wards in  London,  I  dare  not  speak  to  you ; 
I  look  back  at  it  with  horror.  My  school- 
friend  decided  my  choice  of  a  profession ; 
he  went  into  the  navy.  After  awhile,  not 
knowing  what  else  to  do,  I  followed  his 
example.  I  liked  the  life — I  may  say  the 
sea  saved  me.  For  years,  I  was  never  on 
shore  for  more  than  a  few  weeks  at  a  time. 
I  saw  nothing  of  society;  I  was  hardly 
ever  in  the  company  of  ladies.  The  next 
change  in  my  life  associated  me  with  an 
Arctic  expedition.  God  forbid  I  should  tell 
you  of  what  men  go  through  who  are  lost 
in  the  regions  of  eternal  ice  !  Let  me  only 
say  I  was  preserved — miraculously  preserved 
— to  profit  by  that  dreadful  experience.  It 
made  a  new  man  of  me ;  it  altered  me  (I 
hope  for  the  better)  into  what  I  am  now. 

43—2 
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Oh,  I  feel  that  I  ought  to  have  kept  my 
secret  yesterday — I  mean  my  daring  to 
love  you.  I  should  have  waited  till  you 
knew  more  of  me  ;  till  my  conduct  pleased 
you  perhaps,  and  spoke  for  me.  You  won't 
laugh,  I  am  sure,  if  I  confess  (at  my  age !) 
that  I  am  inexperienced.  Never  till  I  met 
you  have  I  known  what  true  love  is — and 
this  at  forty  years  old.  How  some  people 
would  laugh  !  I  own  it  seems  melancholy 
to  me." 

"No;  not  melancholy." 

Her  voice  trembled.  Agitation,  which 
it  was  not  a  pain  but  a  luxury  to  feel,  was 
gently  taking  possession  of  her.  Where 
another  man  might  have  seen  that  her 
tenderness  was  getting  the  better  of  her 
discretion,  and  might  have  presumed  on  the 
discovery,  this  man,  innocently  blind  to  his 
own    interests,    never   even    attempted    to 
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take  advantage  of  her.  No  more  certain 
way  could  have  been  devised,  by  the  most 
artful  lover,  of  touching  the  heart  of  a 
generous  woman,  and  making  it  his  own. 
The  influence  exerted  over  Catherine  by 
the  virtues  of  Bennydeck's  character — his 
unaffected  kindness,  his  manly  sympathy, 
his  religious  convictions  so  deeply  felt,  so 
modestly  restrained  from  claiming  notice — 
had  been  steadily  increasing  in  the  intimacy 
of  daily  intercourse.  Catherine  had  never 
felt  his  ascendancy  over  her  as  strongly  as 
she  felt  it  now.  By  fine  degrees,  the  warn- 
ing remembrances  which  had  hitherto  made 
her  hesitate,  lost  their  hold  on  her  memory. 
Hardly  conscious  herself  of  what  she  was 
doing,  she  began  to  search  his  feelings  in 
his  own  presence.  .  Such  love  as  his  had 
been  unknown  in  her  experience ;  the  luxury 
of  looking  into  it,  and  sounding  it  to  its 
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inmost  depths,  was  more  than  the  woman's 
nature  could  resist. 

"  I  think  you  hardly  do  yourself  justice," 
she  said.  "  Surely  you  don't  regret  having 
felt  for  me  so  truly,  when  I  told  you  yester- 
day that  my  old  friend  had  deserted 
me?" 

"No,  indeed!" 

"Do  you  like  to  remember  that  you 
showed  no  jealous  curiosity  to  know  who 
my  friend  was  ?" 

' '  I  should  have  been  ashamed  of  myself 
if  I  had  asked  the  question." 

"  And  did  you  believe  that  I  had  a  good 
motive — a  motive  which  you  might  yourself 
have  appreciated — for  not  telling  you  the 
name  of  that  friend  ?" 

"Is  he  some  one  whom  I  know  ?" 

"  Ought  you  to  ask  me  that,  after  what 
I  have  just  said  ?" 
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"  Pray  forgive    me  !      I   spoke   without 
thinking." 

"  I  can  hardly  believe  it,  when  I  re- 
member how  you  spoke  to  me  yesterday. 
I  could  never  have  supposed,  before  we 
became  acquainted  with  each  other,  that  it 
was  in  the  nature  of  a  man  to  understand 
me  so  perfectly,  to  be  so  gentle  and  so  consi- 
derate in  feeling  for  my  distress.  You  con- 
fused me  a  little,  I  must  own,  by  what  you  said 
afterwards.  But  I  am  not  sure  that  I  ought 
to  be  severe  in  blaming  you.  Sympathy — I 
mean  such  sympathy  as  yours — sometimes 
says  more  than  discretion  can  always  ap- 
prove.   Have  you  not  found  it  so  yourself  ?" 

"  I  have  found  it  so  with  you." 

"And  perhaps  I  have  shown  a  little  too 
plainly  how  dependent  I  am  on  you — how 
dreadful  it  would  be  to  me  if  I  lost  you  too 
as  a  friend  ?" 
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She  blushed  as  she  said  it.  When  the 
words  had  escaped  her,  she  felt  that  they 
might  bear  another  meaning  than  the  simple 
meaning  which  she  had  attached  to  them. 
He  took  her  hand ;  his  doubts  of  himself, 
his  needless  fear  of  offending  her,  restrained 
him  no  longer. 

"You  can  never  lose  me,"  he-said,  "if 
you  will  only  let  me  be  the  nearest  friend 
that  a  woman  can  have.  Bear  with  me, 
dearest !  I  ask  for  so  much ;  I  have  so 
little  to  offer  in  return.  I  dream  of  a  life 
with  you  which  is  perhaps  too  perfectly 
happy  to  be  enjoyed  on  earth.  And  yet,  I 
cannot  resign  my  delusion.  Must  my  poor 
heart  always  long  for  happiness  which  is 
beyond  my  reach  ?  If  an  overruling  Provi- 
dence guides  our  course  through  this  world, 
may  we  not  sometimes  hope  for  happier 
ends  than  our  mortal  eyes  can  see  ?" 
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He  waited  a  moment — and  sighed — and  • 
dropped  her  hand.     She  hid  her  face ;  she 
knew  what  it   would    tell  him;    she  was 
ashamed  to  let  him  see  it. 

"I  didn't  mean  to  distress  you,"  he  said 
sadly. 

She  let  him  see  her  face.  For  a  moment 
only,  she  looked  at  him — and  then  let 
silence  tell  him  the  rest. 

His  arms  closed  round  her.  Slowly,  the 
glory  of  the  sun  faded  from  the  heavens, 
and  the  soft  summer  twilight  fell  over  the 
earth.  "I  can't  speak,"  he  whispered; 
"  my  happiness  is  too  much  for  me." 

"Are  you  sure  of  your  happiness  ?"  she 
asked. 

"  Could  I  think  as  I  am  thinking  now, 
if  I  were  not  sure  of  it  ?" 

"  Are  you  thinking  of  me?" 

"  Of  you — and  of  all  that  you  will  be  to 
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me  in  the  future.  Oh,  my  angel,  if  God 
grants  us  many  years  to  come,  what  a 
perfect  life  I  see  !" 

"  Tell  me — what  do  you  see  ?" 

"I  see  a  husband  and  wife  who  are  all 
in  all  to  each  other.  If  friends  come  to  us, 
we  are  glad  to  bid  them  welcome ;  but  we 
are  always  happiest  by  ourselves." 

"  Do  we  live  in  retirement  ?" 

"  We  live  where  you  like  best  to  live. 
Shall  it  be  in  the  country  ?" 

"Yes!  yes!  You  have  spoken  of  the 
sea  as  you  might  have  spoken  of  your  best 
friend — we  will  be  near  the  sea.  But  I 
must  not  keep  you  selfishly  all  to  myself. 
I  must  remember  how  good  you  have  been 
to  poor  creatures  who  don't  feel  our  happi- 
ness, and  who  need  your  kindness.  Perhaps 
I  might  help  you  ?     Do  you  doubt  it  ?" 

"  I  only  doubt  whether  I  ought  to  let  you 
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see  what  I  have  seen ;  I  am  only  afraid  of 
the  risk  of  making  you  unhappy.  You 
tempt  me  to  run  the  risk.  The  help  of  a 
woman — and  of  such  a  woman  as  you  are 
- — is  the  one  thing  I  have  wanted.  Your 
influence  would  succeed  where  my  influence 
has  often  failed.  How  good,  how  thought- 
ful you  would  be  !" 

"  I  only  want  to  be  worthy  of  you,"  she 
said,  humbly.  "  When  may  I  see  your 
Home  ?" 

He  drew  her  closer  to  him :  tenderly  and 
timidly  he  kissed  her  for  the  first  time. 
"  It  rests  with  you,"  he  answered.  "  When 
will  you  be  my  wife  ?" 

She  hesitated ;  he  felt  her  trembling. 
"  Is  there  any  obstacle  ?"  he  asked. 

Before  she  could  reply,  Kitty's  voice  was 
heard  calling  to  her  mother — Kitty  ran  up 
to  them. 
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Catherine  turned  cold  as  the  child  caught 
her  by  the  hand,  eagerly  claiming  her  at- 
tention. All  that  she  should  have  remem- 
bered, all  that  she  had  forgotten  in  a  few 
bright  minutes  of  illusion,  rose  in  judgment 
against  her,  and  struck  her  mind  prostrate 
in  an  instant,  when  she  felt  Kitty's  touch. 

Benny  deck  saw  the  change.  Was  it 
possible  that  the  child's  sudden  appearance 
had  startled  her?  Kitty  had  something  to 
say,  and  said  it  before  he  could  speak. 

"  Mamma,  I  want  to  go  where  the  other 
children  are  going.  Susan's  gone  to  her 
supper.     You  take  me." 

Her  mother  was  not  even  listening. 
Kitty  turned  impatiently  to  Bennydeck. 
"Why  won't  Mamma  speak  to  me?"  she 
asked.  He  quieted  her  by  a  word.  "  You 
shall  go  with  me."  His  anxiety  about 
Catherine  was  more  than  he  could  endure. 
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"  Pray  let  me  take  you  back  to  the  house," 
he  said.     "lam  afraid  you  are  not  well." 

"I  shall  be  better  directly.  Do  me  a 
kindness — take  the  child." 

She  spoke  faintly  and  vacantly.  Benny- 
deck  hesitated.  She  lifted  her  trembling 
hands  in  entreaty.  "I  beg  you  will  leave 
me !"  Her  voice,  her  manner,  made  it 
impossible  to  disobey.  He  turned  resign- 
edly to  Kitty,  and  asked  which  way  she 
wanted  to  go.  The  child  pointed  down  the 
path  to  one  of  the  towers  of  the  Crystal 
Palace,  visible  in  the  distance.  "  The 
governess  has  taken  the  others  to  see  the 
company  go  away,"  she  said;  "I  want  to 
go  too." 

Bennydeck  looked  back  before  he  lost 
sight  of  Catherine. 

She  remained  seated,  in  the  attitude  in 
which  he  had  left  her.     At  the  farther  end 
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of  the  path  which  led  to  the  hotel,  he 
thought  he  saw  a  figure  in  the  twilight, 
approaching  from  the  house.  There  would 
be  help  near,  if  Catherine  wanted  it. 

His  uneasy  mind  was  in  some  degree 
relieved,  as  he  and  Kitty  left  the  garden 
together. 
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She  tried  to  think  of  Bennydeck. 

Her  eyes  followed  him  as  long  as  he  was 
in  sight,  but  her  thoughts  wandered.  To 
look  at  him  now  was  to  look  at  the  little 
companion  walking  by  his  side.  Still,  the 
child  reminded  her  of  the  living  father ; 
still,  the  child  innocently  tortured  her  with 
the  consciousness  of  deceit.  The  faithless 
man  from  whom  the  law  had  released  her, 
possessed  himself  of  her  thoughts,  in  spite 
of  the  law.  He,  and  he  only,  was  the 
visionary  companion  of  her  solitude  when 
she  was  left  by  herself. 
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Did  he  remind  her  of  the  sin  that  he  had 
committed  ? — of  the  insult  that  he  had 
inflicted  on  the  woman  whom  he  had  vowed 
to  love  and  cherish  ?  No  !  he  recalled  to 
her  the  years  of  love  that  she  had  passed 
by  his  side ;  he  upbraided  her  with  the 
happiness  which  she  had  owed  to  him,  in 
the  prime  and  glory  of  her  life.  "Woman  ! 
set  that  against  the  wrong  which  I  have 
done  to  you.  You  have  the  right  to  con- 
demn me,  and  Society  has  the  right  to 
condemn  me — but  I  am  your  child's  father 
still.     Forget  me  if  you  can  ! 

All  thought  will  bear  the  test  of  solitude, 
excepting  only  the  thought  that  finds  its 
origin  in  hopeless  self-reproach.  The  soft 
mystery  of  twilight,  the  solemn  silence  of 
the  slowly-coming  night,  daunted  Catherine 
in  that  lonely  place.  She  rose  to  return 
to   light  and  human  beings.     As  she  set 
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her  face  towards  the  house,  a  discovery 
confronted  her,     She  was  not  alone, 

A  woman  was  standing  on  the  path, 
apparently  looking  at  her. 

In  the  dim  light,  and  at  the  distance 
between  them,  recognition  of  the  woman 
was  impossible.  $he  neither  moved  nor 
spoke.  Strained  to  their  utmost  point  of 
tension,  Catherine's  nerves  quivered  at  the 
sight  of  that  shadowy  solitary  figure.  She 
dropped  back  on  the  seat.  In  tones  that 
trembled  she  said  :  "  Who  are  you  ?  What 
do  you  want  ?" 

The  voice  that  answered  was,  like  her 
own  voice,  faint  with  fear.  It  said :  "I 
want  a  word  with  you." 

Moving  slowly  forward  —  stopping  — 
moving  onward  again — hesitating  again — 
the  woman  at  last  approached.  There  was 
light  enough  left  to  reveal  her  face,  now  that 
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she  was  near.  It  was  the  face  of  Sydney 
Westerfield. 

The  survival  of  childhood,  in  the  mature 
human  being,  betrays  itself  most  readily  in 
the  sex  that  bears  children.  The  chances 
and  changes  of  life  show  the  child's  mobi- 
lity of  emotion  constantly  associating  itself 
with  the  passions  of  the  woman.  At  the 
moment  of  recognition,  the  troubled  mind  of 
Catherine  was  instantly  steadied,  under  the 
influence  of  that  coarsest  sense  which  levels 
us  with  the  animals — the  sense  of  anger. 

"I  am  amazed  at  your  audacity,"  she 
said. 

There  was  no  resentment  —  there  was 
only  patient  submission  in  Sydney's  reply. 

"  Twice  I  have  approached  the  house 
in  which  you  are  living ;  and  twice  my 
courage  has  failed  me.  I  have  gone  away 
again — I  have  walked,  I  don't  know  where, 
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I  don't  know  how  far.  Shame  and  fear 
seemed  to  be  insensible  to  fatigue.  This 
is  my  third  attempt.  If  I  was  a  little 
nearer  to  you,  I  think  you  would  see  what 
the  effort  has  cost  me.  I  have  not  much 
to  say.     May  I  ask  you  to  hear  me  ?" 

"  You  have  taken  me  by  surprise,  Miss 
Westerfield.  You  have  no  right  to  do 
that ;  I  refuse  to  hear  you." 

"  Try,  Madam,  to  bear  in  mind  that  no 
unhappy  creature,  in  my  place,  would  ex- 
pose herself  to  your  anger  and  contempt 
without  a  serious  reason.  Will  you  think 
again  ?" 

"  No  !" 

Sydney  turned  to  go  away — and  sud- 
denly stopped. 

Another  person  was  advancing  from  the 
hotel ;  an  interruption,  a  trivial  domestic 
interruption,  presented  itself.     The  nurse - 

44—2 
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maid  had  missed  the  child,  and  had  come 
into  the  garden  to  see  if  she  was  with  her 
mother. 

"  Where  is  Miss  Kitty,  Ma'am  ?"  the 
girl  asked. 

Her  mistress  told  her  what  had  hap- 
pened, and  sent  her  to  the  Palace  to 
relieve  Captain  Bennydeck  of  the  charge 
that  he  had  undertaken.  Susan  listened, 
looking  at  Sydney,  and  recognising  the 
familiar  face.  As  the  girl  moved  away, 
Sydney  spoke  to  her. 

"  I  hope  little  Kitty  is  well  and  happy?" 

The  mother  does  not  live  who  could  have 
resisted  the  tone  in  which  that  question  was 
put.  The  broken  heart,  the  love  for  the 
child  that  still  lived  in  it,  spoke  in  accents 
that  even  touched  the  servant.  She  came 
back  ;  remembering  the  happy  days  when 
the    governess    had   won   their  hearts    at 
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Mount  Morven,  and,  for  a  moment  at  least, 
remembering  nothing  else. 

"  Quite  well  and  happy,  Miss,  thank 
you,"  Susan  said. 

As  she  hurried  away  on  her  errand,  she 
saw  her  mistress  beckon  to  Sydney  to 
return,  and  place  a  chair  for  her.  The 
nursemaid  was  not  near  enough  to  hear 
what  followed. 

"  Miss  Westerfield,  will  you  forget  what 
I  said  just  now?"  .With  those  words, 
Catherine  pointed  to  the  chair.  "I  am 
ready  to  hear  you,"  she  resumed, — "  but  I 
have  something  to  ask  first.  Does  what 
you  wish  to  say  to  me  relate  only  to 
yourself  ?" 

"  It  relates  to  another  person,  as  well  as 
to  myself." 

That  reply,  and  the  inference  to  which  it 
led,  tried  Catherine's  resolution  to  preserve 
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her  self-control,  as  nothing  had  tried  it 
yet. 

"  If  that  other  person,"  she  began, 
"  means  Mr.  Herbert  Linley " 

Sydney  interrupted  her,  in  words  which 
she  was  entirely  unprepared  to  hear. 

"  I  shall  never  see  Mr.  Herbert  Linley 
again." 

"  Has  he  deserted  you  ?" 

"  No.     It  is  I  who  have  left  Mm." 

"  You !" 

The  emphasis  laid  on  that  one  word 
forced  Sydney  to  assert  herself  for  the 
first  time. 

"  If  I  had  not  left  him  of  my  own  free 
will,"  she  said,  "  what  else  would  excuse 
me  for  venturing  to  come  here  ?" 

Catherine's  sense  of  justice  felt  the  force 
of  that  reply.  At  the  same  time,  her 
sense  of  injury  set  its  own  construction  on 
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Sydney's  motive.  "  Has  his  cruelty  driven 
you  away  from  him  ?"  she  asked. 

"If  he  had  been  cruel  to  me,"  Sydney 
answered,  "  do  you  think  I  should  have 
come  here  to  complain  of  it  to  You  ?  Do 
me  the  justice  to  believe  that  I  am  not 
capable  of  such  self-degradation  as  that. 
I  have  nothing  to  complain  of." 

"  And  yet  you  have  left  him  ?" 

"  He  has  been  all  that  is  kind  and 
considerate  :  he  has  done  everything  that 
a  man  in  his  unhappy  position  could  do  to 
set  my  mind  at  ease.  And  yet  I  have  left 
him.  Oh,  I  claim  no  merit  for  my  repent- 
ance, bitterly  as  I  feel  it !  I  might  not 
have  had  the  courage  to  leave  him — if  he 
had  loved  me  as  he  once  loved  you." 

"  Miss  Westerfield  !  You  are  the  last 
person  living  who  ought  to  allude  to  my 
married  life." 
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"  You  may  perhaps  pardon  the  allusion, 
Madam,  when  you  have  heard  what  I  have 
still  to  say.  I  owe  it  to  Mr.  Herbert 
Linley,  if  not  to  you,  to  confess  that  his 
life  with  me  has  not  been  a  life  of  happi- 
ness. He  has  tried,  compassionately  tried, 
to  keep  his  secret  sorrow  from  discovery, 
and  he  has  failed.  I  had  long  suspected 
the  truth  ;  but  I  only  saw  it  in  his  face, 
when  he  found  the  book  you  left  behind 
you  at  the  hotel.  Your  image  has,  from 
first  to  last,  been  the  one  living  image  in 
his  guilty  heart.  I  am  the  miserable 
victim  of  a  man's  passing  fancy.  You 
have  been,  you  are  still,  the  one  object  of 
a  husband's  love.  Ask  your  own  heart  if 
the  woman  lives  who  could  say  to  you, 
what  I  have  just  said — unless  she  knew  it 
to  be  true." 

Catherine's    head   sank  on  her  bosom ; 
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her  helpless  hands  lay  trembling  on  her 
lap.  Overpowered  by  the  confession  which 
she  had  just  heard — a  confession  which 
had  followed  closely  on  the  thoughts  in- 
spired by  the  appearance  of  the  child — her 
agitation  was  beyond  control ;  her  mind 
was  unequal  to  the  effort  of  decision.  The 
woman  who  had  been  wronged — who  had 
the  right  to  judge  for  herself,  and  to  speak  for 
herself — was  the  silent  woman  of  the  two  ! 

It  was  not  quite  dark  yet.  Sydney  could 
see  as  well  as  hear. 

For  the  first  time  since  the  beginning  of 
the  interview,  she  allowed  the  impulse  of 
the  moment  to  lead  her  astray.  In  her 
eagerness  to  complete  the  act  of  atonement, 
she  failed  to  appreciate  the  severity  of  the 
struggle  that  was  passing  in  Catherine's 
mind.  She  alluded  again  to  Herbert 
Linley,  and  she  spoke  too  soon. 
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"  Will  you  let  him  ask  your  pardon  ?" 
she  said.     "  He  expects  no  more." 

Catherine's  spirit  was  roused  in  an 
instant.  "  He  expects  too  much  I"  she 
answered  sternly.  "Is  he  here  by  your 
connivance  ?  Is  he,  too,  waiting  to  take 
me  by  surprise  ?" 

"  I  am  incapable,  Madam,  of  taking 
such  a  liberty  with  you  as  that ;  I  may 
perhaps  have  hoped  to  be  able  to  tell  him, 

by  writing,  of  a  different  reception " 

She  checked  herself.  "  I  beg  your  pardon, 
if  I  have  ventured  to  hope.  I  dare  not 
ask  you  to  alter  your  opinion " 

"  Do  you  dare  to  look  the  truth  in  the 
face  ?"  Catherine  interposed.  "  Do  you 
remember  what  sacred  ties  that  man  has 
broken  ?  what  memories  he  has  profaned  ? 
what  years  of  faithful  love  he  has  cast  from 
him  ?     Must  I  tell  you  how  he  poisoned 
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his  wife's  mind  with  doubts  of  his  truth 
and  despair  of  his  honour,  when  he  basely 
deserted  her  ?  You  talk  of  your  repent- 
ance. Does  your  repentance  forget  that 
he  would  still  have  been  my  blameless 
husband  but  for  You  ?" 

Sidney  silently  submitted  to  reproach, 
silently  endured  the  shame  that  finds  no 
excuse  for  itself. 

Catherine  looked  at  her  and  relented. 
The  noble  nature  which  could  stoop  to 
anger,  but  never  sink  to  the  lower  depths 
of  malice  and  persecution,  restrained  itself 
and  made  amends.  "  I  say  it  in  no  un- 
kindness  to  you,"  she  resumed.  "  But 
when  you  ask  me  to  forgive,  consider  what 
you  ask  me  to  forget.  It  will  only  dis- 
tress us  both  if  we  remain  longer  together," 
she  continued,  rising  as  she  spoke,  "  Per- 
haps you  will   believe  that  I  mean  well, 
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when  I  ask  if  there  is  anything  I  can  do 
for  you  ?" 

"  Nothing !" 

All  the  desolation  of  the  lost  woman  told 

« 

its  terrible  tale  in  that  one  word.  Invited 
to  rest  herself  in  the  hotel,  she  asked  leave 
to  remain  where  she  was;  the  mere  effort 
of  rising  was  too  much  for  her  now. 
Catherine  said  the  parting  words  kindly. 
"I  believe  in  your  good  intentions;  I 
believe  in  your  repentance." 

"  Believe  in  my  punishment  !"  After 
that  reply,  no  more  was  said. 

Behind  the  trees  that  closed  the  view  at 
the  farther  extremity  of  the  lawn,  the 
moon  was  rising.  As  the  two  women 
lost  sight  of  each  other,  the  new  light, 
pure  and  beautiful,  began  to  dawn  over  the 
garden. 


CHAPTER  XLVI. 

NIL    DESPEKANDUM. 

No  horror  of  her  solitude,  no  melancholy 
recollections,  no  dread  of  the  future  dis- 
turbed Sydney's  mind.  The  one  sense  left 
in  her  was  the  sense  of  fatigue.  Vacantly, 
mechanically,  the  girl  rested  as  a  tired 
animal  might  have  rested.  She  saw 
nothing,  heard  nothing ;  the  one  feeling  of 
which  she  was  conscious  was  a  dull  aching 
in  every  limb.  The  moon  climbed  the 
heavens,  brightened  the  topmost  leaves  of 
the  trees,  found  the  gloom  in  which  Sydney 
was  hidden,  and  cheered  it  tenderly  with 
radiant  light.     She  was  too  weary  to  sleep, 
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too  weary  even  to  shade  her  face  when  the 
moonbeams  touched  it.  While  the  light 
still  strengthened,  while  the  slow  minutes 
still  followed  each  other  unheeded,  the  one 
influence  that  could  rouse  Sydney  found 
her  at  last — set  her  faint  heart  throbbing — 
called  her  prostrate  spirit  to  life  again. 
She  heard  a  glad  cry  of  recognition  in  a 
child's  voice : — 

"  Oh,  Sydney,  dear,  is  it  you  ?" 

In  another  instant  her  little  pupil  and 
playfellow  of  former  days  was  in  her  arms. 
"  "  My  darling,  how  did  you  come  here  ?" 

Susan  answered  the  question.  "  We  are 
on  our  way  back  from  the  Palace,  Miss.  I 
am  afraid,"  she  said  timidly,  "that  we 
ought  to  go  in." 

Silently  resigned,  Sydney  tried  to  release 
the  child.  Kitty  clung  to  her,  and  kissed 
her  ;  Kitty  set  the  nurse  at  defiance.     "  Do 
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you  think  I  am  going  to  leave  Syd  now  I 
have  found  her  ?  Susan,  I  am  astonished 
at  you  !" 

Susan  gave  way.  Where  the  nature  is 
gentle,  kindness  and  delicacy  go  hand-in- 
hand  together,  undisturbed  by  the  social 
irregularities  which  beset  the  roadway  of 
life.  The  nursemaid  drew  back  out  of 
hearing.  Kitty's  first  questions  followed 
each  other  in  breathless  succession.  Some 
of  them  proved  to  be  hard,  indeed,  to 
answer  truly,  and  without  reserve.  She 
inquired  if  Sydney  had  seen  her  mother, 
and  then  she  was  eager  to  know  why 
Sydney  had  been  left  in  the  garden 
alone. 

"Why  haven't  you  gone  back  to  the 
house  with  Mamma  ?"  she  asked. 

"  Don't  ask  me,  dear,"  was  all  that 
Sydney   could   say.     Kitty  drew    the    in- 
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evitable  conclusion :  "  Have  you  and 
Mamma  quarrelled  ?' 

"  Oh,  no  I" 

"  Then  come  indoors  with  me." 

"  Wait  a  little,  Kitty,  and  tell  me  some- 
thing about  yourself.  How  do  you  get  on 
with  your  lessons  ?" 

"You  dear  foolish  governess,  do  you 
expect  me  to  learn  my  lessons,  when  I 
haven't  got  you  to  teach  me  ?  Where 
have  you  been  all  this  long  while  ?  I 
wouldn't  have  gone  away  and  left  you!" 
She  paused ;  her  eager  eyes  studied  Syd- 
ney's face  with  the  unrestrained  curiosity 
of  a  child.  "  Is  it  the  moonlight  that 
makes  you  look  pale  and  wretched  ?"  she 
said.  "  Or  are  you  really  unhappy  ?  Tell 
me,  Syd,  do  you  ever  sing  any  of  those 
songs  that  I  taught  you,  when  you  first 
came  to  us  ?" 
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"Never,  dear!" 

"  Have  you  anybody  to  go  out  walking  with 
you  and  running  races  with  you,  as  I  did." 
"No,   my   sweet!      Those   days    have 
gone  by  for  ever." 

Kitty  laid  her.  head  sadly  on  Sydney's 
bosom.  "  It's  not  the  moonlight,"  she 
said  ;  "  shall  I  tell  you  a  secret  ?  Some- 
times I  am  not  happy  either.  Poor  Papa 
is  dead.  He  always  liked  you — I'm  sure 
you  are  sorry  for  him." 

Astonishment  held  Sydney  speechless. 
Before  she  could  ask  who  had  so  cruelly 
deceived  the  child,  and  for  what  purpose, 
the  nursemaid,  standing  behind  her  chair, 
warned  her  to  be  silent  by  a  touch. 

"  I  think  we  are    all   unhappy,    now," 

Kitty  went  on,  still  following  her  own  little 

train  of  thought.     "  Mamma  isn't  like  what 

she  used  to  be.     And  even  my  nice  Captain 
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hasn't  a  word  to  say  to  me.  He  wouldn't 
come  back  with  us ;  he  said  he  would  go 
back  by  himself." 

Another  allusion  which  took  Sydney  by 
surprise  !  She  asked  who  the  Captain  was. 
Kitty  started  as  if  the  question  shocked  her. 
"  Oh,  dear,  dear,  this  is  what  comes  of  your 
going  away  and  leaving  us !  You  don't 
know  Captain  Bennydeck." 

The  name  of  her  father's  correspondent ! 
The  name  which  she  vaguely  remembered 
to  have  heard  in  her  childhood  !     "Where 
did  you  first  meet  with  him  ?"  she  inquired. 
"  At  the  sea-side,  dear  !" 
"  Do  you  mean  at  Sandyseal  ?" 
"  Yes.     Mamma  liked  him — and  Grand- 
mamma liked  him  (which  is  wonderful) — 
and  I  gave  him  a  kiss.     Promise  me  not  to 
tell !     My  nice  Captain  is  going  to  be  my 
new  Papa." 
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Was  there  any  possible  connection  be- 
tween what  Kitty  had  just  said,  and  what 
the  poor  child  had  been  deluded  into  believ- 
ing when  she  spoke  of  her  father  ?  Even 
Susan  seemed  to  be  in  the  secret  of  this 
strange  second  marriage !  She  interfered 
with  a  sharp  reproof.  "  You  mustn't  talk 
in  that  way,  Miss  Kitty.  Please  put  her 
off  your  lap,  Miss  Westerfield  ;  we  have 
been  here  too  long  already." 

Kitty  proposed  a  compromise,  "  I'll  go," 
she  said,  "if  Syd  will  come  with  me." 

"  I'm  sorry,  my  darling,  to  disappoint 
you." 

Kitty  refused  to  believe  it.  "You 
couldn't  disappoint  me  if  you  tried,"  she 
said  boldly. 

"  Indeed,  indeed,  I  must  go  away.  Oh, 
Kitty,  try  to  bear  it  as  I  do  !" 

Entreaties  were  useless ;  the  child  refused 
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to  hear  of  another  parting.  "I  want  to 
make  you  and  Mamma  friends  again.  Don't 
break  my  heart,  Sydney !  Come  home  with 
me,  and  teach  me,  and  play  with  me,  and 
love  me!" 

She  pulled  desperately  at  Sydney's  dress  ; 
she  called  to  Susan  to  help  her.  With  tears 
in  her  eyes,  the  girl  did  her  best  to  help 
them  both.  "  Miss  Westerfield  will  wait 
here,"  she  said  to  Kitty,  "  while  you  speak 
to  your  Mamma. — Say  Yes  !"  she  whispered 
to  Sydney  ;  "  it's  our  only  chance." 

The  child  instantly  exacted  a  promise. 
In  the  earnestness  of  her  love  she  even  dic- 
tated the  words.  "  Say  it  after  me,  as  I 
used  to  say  my  lessons,"  she  insisted. 
"  Say,  '  Kitty,  I  promise  to  wait  for  you.'  " 

Who  that  loved  her  could  have  refused  to 
say  it !  In  one  form  or  another,  the  horrid 
necessity  for  deceit  had  followed,  and  was 
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still  following,  that  first,  worst  act  of  false- 
hood— the  elopement  from  Mount  Morven. 
Kitty  was  now  as  eager  to  go  as  she  had 
been  hitherto  resolute  to  remain.  She  called 
for  Susan  to  follow  her,  and  ran  to  the 
hotel. 

"  My  mistress  won't  let  her  come  back — 
you  can  leave  the  garden  that  way."  The 
maid  pointed  along  the  path  to  the  left,  and 
hurried  after  the  child. 

They  were  gone — and  Sydney  was  alone 
again. 

At  the  parting  with  Kitty,  the  measure 
of  her  endurance  was  full.  Not  even  the 
farewell  at  Mount  Morven  had  tried  her  by 
an  ordeal  so  cruel  as  this.  No  kind  woman 
was  willing  to  receive  her  and  employ  her, 
now.  The  one  creature  left  who  loved  her 
was  the  faithful  little  friend  whom  she  must 
never  see  again.     "I  am  still  innocent  to 
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that  child,"  she  thought — "  and  I  am  parted 
from  her  for  ever  !" 

She  rose  to  leave  the  garden. 

A  farewell  look  at  the  last  place  in  which 
she  had  seen  Kitty  tempted  her  to  indulge  in 
a  moment  of  delay.  Her  eyes  rested  on  the 
turn  in  the  path  at  which  she  had  lost  sight 
of  the  active  little  figure  hastening  away  to 
plead  her  cause.  Even  in  absence,  the 
child  was  Sydney's  good  angel  still.  As  she 
turned  away  to  follow  the  path  that  had 
been  shown  to  her,  the  relief  of  tears  came 
at  last.  It  cooled  her  burning  head  ;  it 
comforted  her  aching  heart.  She  tried  to 
walk  on.  The  tears  blinded  her — she 
strayed  from  the  path — she  would  have 
fallen  but  for  a  hand  that  caught  her,  and 
held  her  up.  A  man's  voice,  firm  and  deep 
and  kind,  quieted  her  first  wild  feeling  of 
terror.     "  My  child,  you  are  not  fit  to  be 
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by  yourself.     Let  me  take  care  of  you — let 
me  comfort  you,  if  I  can." 

He  carried  her  back  to  the  seat  that  she 
had  left,  and  waited  by  her  in  merciful 
silence. 

"  You  are  very  young  to  feel  such  bitter 
sorrow,"  he  said,  when  she  was  composed 
again.  "  I  don't  ask  what  your  sorrow  is ; 
I  only  want  to  know  how  I  can  help  you." 

"Nobody  can  help  me." 

"  Can  I  take  you  back  to  your  friends  ?" 

"  I  have  no  friends." 

"  Pardon  me,  you  have  one  friend  at  least 
— you  have  me." 

"  You  ?    A  stranger  ?" 

"  No  human  creature  who  needs  my  sym- 
pathy is  a  stranger." 

She  turned  towards  him  for  the  first  time. 
In  her  new  position,  she  was  clearly  visible 
in  the  light.     He  looked  at  her  attentively. 
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"I  have  seen  you  somewhere,"    he  said, 
"  before  now." 

She  had  not  noticed  him  when  they  had 
passed  each  other  at  Sandyseal.  "  I  think 
you  must  be  mistaken,"  she  answered. 
"  May  I  thank  you  for  your  kindness  ?  and 
may  I  hope  to  be  excused  if  I  say  good- 
night ?" 

He  detained  her.  "  Are  you  sure  that 
you  are  well  enough  to  go  away  by  your- 
self ?"  he  asked  anxiously. 

"lam  quite  sure  !" 

He  still  detained  her.  His  memory  of 
that  first  meeting  at  the  seaside  hotel,  re- 
minded him  that  he  had  seen  her  in  the 
company  of  a  man.  At  their  second  meet- 
ing, she  was  alone,  and  in  tears.  Sad 
experience  led  him  to  form  his  own  conclu- 
sions. "  If  you  won't  let  me  take  care  of 
you,"  he  said,  "  will  you  consider  if  I  can 
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be  of  any  use  to  you,  and  will  you  call  at 
that  address  ?"  He  gave  her  his  card.  She 
took  it  without  looking  at  it ;  she  was  con- 
fused ;  she  hardly  knew  what  to  say.  "  Do 
you  doubt  me?"  he  asked — sadly,  not 
angrily. 

"  Oh,  how  can  I  do  that !  I  doubt  my- 
self;  I  am  not  worthy  of  the  interest  you 
feel  in  me." 

"  That  is  a  sad  thing  to  say,"  he  an- 
swered. "  Let  me  try  to  give  you  confi- 
dence in  yourself.  Do  you  go  to  London 
when  you  leave  this  place  ?" 

"  Yes." 

"  To-morrow,"  he  resumed,  "  I  am  going 
to  see  another  poor  girl  who  is  alone  in  the 
world  like  you.  If  I  tell  you  where  she 
lives,  will  you  ask  her  if  I  am  a  person  to  be 
trusted  ?" 

He  had  taken  a  letter  from  his  pocket, 
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while  he  was  speaking  ;  and  he  now  tore 
off  a  part  of  the  second  leaf,  and  gave  it  to 
her.  "  I  have  only  lately,"  he  said,  "re- 
ceived the  address  from  a  friend." 

As  he  offered  that  explanation,  the  shrill 
sound  of  a  child's  voice,  raised  in  anger 
and  entreaty,  reached  their  ears  from  the 
neighbourhood  of  the  hotel.  Faithful  little 
Kitty  had  made  her  escape,  determined  to 
return  to  Sydney — had  been  overtaken  by 
the  maid — and  had  been  carried  back  in 
Susan's  arms  to  the  house.  Sydney 
imagined  that  she  was  not  perhaps  alone  in 
recognising  the  voice.  The  stranger  who 
had  been  so  kind  to  her  did  certainly  start, 
and  look  round. 

The  stillness  of  the  night  was  disturbed 
rto  more.  The  man  turned  again  to  the 
person  who  had  so  strongly  interested  him. 
The  person  was  gone. 
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In  fear  of  being  followed,  Sydney  hurried 
to  the  railway  station.  By  the  light  in  the 
carriage  she  looked  for  the  first  time  at  the 
fragment  of  the  letter  and  the  card. 

The  stranger  had  presented  her  with  her 
own  address  !  And,  when  she  looked  at 
the  card,  the  name  was  Bennydeck  ! 


CHAPTER  XLVII. 

BETTER    DO    IT    THAN    WISH    IT    DONE. 

More  than  once,  on  one  and  the  same  day, 
the  Captain  had  been  guilty  of  a  weakness 
which  would  have  taken  his  oldest  friends 
by  surprise,  if  they  had  seen  him  at  the 
moment.     He  hesitated. 

A  man  who  has  commanded  ships  and 
has  risked  his  life  in  the  regions  of  the 
frozen  deep,  is  a  man  formed  by  nature  and 
taught  by  habit  to  meet  emergency  face  to 
face,  to  see  his  course  straight  before  him, 
and  to  take  it,  lead  him  where  it  may. 
But  nature  and  habit,  formidable  forces  as 
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they  are,  find  their  master  when  frhey  en- 
counter the  passion  of  Love. 

At  once  perplexed  and  distressed  by  that 
startling  change  in  Catherine  which  he  had 
observed  when  her  child  approached  her, 
Bennydeck's  customary  firmness  failed  him, 
when  the  course  of  conduct  towards  his 
betrothed  wife  which  it  might  be  most 
becoming  to  follow  presented  itself  to  him 
as  a  problem  to  be  solved.  When  Kitty 
asked  him  to  accompany  her  nursemaid 
and  herself  on  their  return  to  the  hotel,  he 
had  refused  because  he  felt  reluctant  to 
intrude  himself  on  Catherine's  notice,  until 
she  was  ready  to  admit  him  to  her  con- 
fidence of  her  own  free  will.  Left  alone, 
he  began  to  doubt  whether  delicacy  did 
really  require  him  to  make  the  sacrifice 
which  he  had  contemplated  not  five  minutes 
since.     It  was  surely  possible  that  Catherine 
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might  be  waiting  to  see  him,  and  might 
then  offer  the  explanation  which  would 
prove  to  be  equally  a  relief  on  both  sides. 
He  was  on  his  way  to  the  hotel  when  he 
met  with  Sydney  Westerfield. 

To  see  a  woman  in  the  sorest  need  of  all 
that  kindness  and  consideration  could  offer, 
and  to  leave  her  as  helpless  as  he  had  found 
her,  would  have  been  an  act  of  brutal 
indifference,  revolting  to  any  man  possessed 
of  even  ordinary  sensibility.  The  Captain 
had  only  followed  his  natural  impulses,  and 
had  only  said  and  done  what,  in  nearly 
similar  cases,  he  had  said  and  done  on 
other  occasions. 

Left  by  himself,  he  advanced  a  few  steps 
mechanically  on  the  way  by  which  Sydney 
had  escaped  him — and  then  stopped.  Was 
there  any  sufficient  reason  for  his  following 
her,  and  intruding  himself  on  her  notice  ? 
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She  had  recovered,  she  was  in  possession 
of  his  address,  she  had  been  referred  to  a 
person  who  could  answer  for  his  good 
intentions;  all  that  it  was  his  duty  to  do, 
hachbeen  done  already.  He  turned  back 
again,  in  the  direction  of  the  hotel. 

Hesitating  once  more,  he  paused  half- 
way along  the  corridor  which  led  to 
Catherine's  sitting-room.  Voices  reached 
him  from  persons  who  had  entered  the 
house  by  the  front  door.  He  recognised 
Mrs.  Presty's  loud  confident  tones.  She 
was  taking  leave  of  friends,  and  was 
standing  with  her  back  towards  him. 
Bennydeck  waited,  unobserved,  until  he 
saw  her  enter  the  sitting-room.  No  such 
explanation  as  he  was  in  search  of  could 
possibly  take  place  in  the  presence  of 
Catherine's  mother.  He  returned  to  the 
garden, 
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Mrs.  Presty  was  in  high  spirits.  She 
had  enjoyed  the  Festival ;  she  had  taken 
the  lead  among  the  friends  who  accom- 
panied her  to  the  Palace ;  she  had  ordered 
everything,  and  had  paid  for  nothing,  at 
that  worst  of  all  bad  public  dinners  in 
England,  the  dinner  which  pretends  to  be 
French.  In  a  buoyant  frame  of  mind, 
ready  for  more  enjoyment  if  she  could  only 
find  it,  what  did  she  see  on  opening  the 
sitting-room  door  ?  To  use  the  expressive 
language  of  the  stage,  Catherine  was  "  dis- 
covered alone" — with  her  elbows  on  the 
table,  and  her  face  hidden  in  her  hands — 
the  picture  of  despair. 

Mrs.  Presty  surveyed  the  spectacle  before 
her  with  righteous  indignation  visible  in 
every  line  of  her  face.  The  arrangement 
which  bound  her  daughter  to  give  Bennydeck 
his  final  reply,  on  that  day,  had  been  well 
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known  to  her  when  she  left  the  hotel  in  the 
morning.  The  conclusion  at  which  she 
arrived,  on  returning  at  night,  was  expressed 
with  Eoman  brevity  and  Eoman  eloquence 
in  four  words : — 

'•'  Oh,  the  poor  Captain  !" 

Catherine  suddenly  looked  up. 

"  I  knew.it,"  Mrs.  Presty  continued,  with 
her  sternest  emphasis  ;  "I  see  what  you 
have  done,  in  your  face.  You  have  refused 
Bennydeck." 

"  God  forgive  me,  I  have  been  wicked 
enough  to  accept  him  !" 

Hearing  this,  some  mothers  might  have 
made  apologies ;  and  other  mothers  might 
have  asked  what  that  penitential  reply  could 
possibly  mean.  Mrs.  Presty  was  no  matron 
of  the  ordinary  type.  She  welcomed  the 
good   news,  without   taking   the   smallest 
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notice   of  the    expression    of   self-reproach 
which  had  accompanied  it. 

"  My  dear  child,  accept  the  congratula- 
tions of  your  fond  old  mother.  I  have  never 
been  one  of  the  kissing  sort  (I  mean  of 
course  where  women  are  concerned) ;  but 
this  is  an  occasion  which  justifies  something 
quite  out  of  the  common  way.  Come  and 
kiss  me." 

Catherine  took  no  notice  of  that  outburst 
of  maternal  love. 

"  I  have  forgotten  everything  that  I 
ought  to  have  remembered,"  she  said.  "  In 
.my  vanity,  in  my  weakness,  in  my  selfish 
enjoyment  of  the  passing  moment,  I  have 
been  too  supremely  happy  even  to  think  of 
the  trials  of  my  past  life,  and  of  the  false 
-position  in  which  they  have  placed  me 
towards  a  man,  whom  I  ought  to  be  ashamed 
to  deceive.     I  have  only  been  recalled  to  a 
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sense  of  duty,  I  might  almost  say  to  a  sense 
of  decency,  by  my  poor  little  child.  If  Kitty 
had  not  reminded  me  of  her  father " 

Mrs.  Presty  dropped  into  a  chair  :  she 
was  really  frightened.  Her  fat  cheeks 
trembled  like  a  jelly  on  a  dish  that  is 
suddenly  moved. 

"  Has  that  man  been  here  ?"  she  asked. 

"  What  man  ?" 

"  The  man  who  may  break  off  your 
marriage  if  he  meets  with  the  Captain.  Has 
Herbert  Linley  been  here  ?" 

"Certainly  not.  The  one  person  asso- 
ciated with  my  troubles  whom  I  have  seen 
to-day  is  Sydney  Westerfield." 

Mrs.  Presty  bounced  out  of  her  chair. 
"  You- — have  seen — Sydney  Westerfield  ?" 
she  repeated,  with  emphatic  pauses  which 
•expressed  amazement  tempered  by  unbelief. 

"  Yes  ;  I  have  seen  her." 

4 fa".  -2 


132  THE  EVIL  GENIUS. 

"  Where  ?" 

"  In  the  garden." 

"  And  spoken  to  her  ?" 

"  Yes." 

Mrs.  Presty  raised  her  eyes  to  the  ceiling. 
Whether  she  expected  our  old  friend  "the 
recording  angel "  to  take  down  the  questions 
and  answers  that  had  just  passed,  or  whether 
she  was  only  waiting  to  see  the  hotel  that 
held  her  daughter  collapse  under  a  sense  of 
moral  responsibility,  it  is  not  possible  to 
decide.  After  an  awful  pause,  the  old  lady 
remembered  that  she  had  something  more  to 
say — and  said  it. 

"  I  make  no  remark,  Catherine  ;  I  don't 
even  want  to  know  what  you  and  Miss 
Westerfield  said  to  each  other.  At  the 
same  time,  as  a  matter  of  convenience  to 
myself,  I  wish  to  ascertain  whether  I  must 
leave  this  hotel  or  not.     The  same  house 
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doesn't  hold  that  woman  and  Me.  Has  she 
gone  ?" 

"  She  has  gone." 

Mrs.  Presty  looked  round  the  room. 
"And  taken  Kitty  with  her  ?"  she 
asked. 

"  Don't  speak  of  Kitty!"  Catherine  cried 
in  the  greatest  distress.  "I  have  had  to 
keep  the  poor  innocent  affectionate  child 
apart  from  Miss  Westerfield  by  force.  My 
heart  aches  when  I  think  of  it." 

"  I'm  not  surprised,  Catherine.  My 
granddaughter  has  been  brought  up  on  the 
modern  system.  Children  are  all  little  angels 
—  no  punishments  —  only  gentle  remon- 
strance— '  Don't  be  naughty,  dear,  because 
you  will  make  poor  Mamma  unhappy.'  And 
then,  Mamma  grieves  over  it  and  wonders 
over  it,  when  she  finds  her  little  angel  dis- 
obedient. What  a  fatal  system  of  education  ! 
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All  my  success  in  life  ;  every  quality  that  en- 
deared me  to  your  father  and  Mr.  Presty ; 
every  social  charm  that  has  made  me  the  idol 
of  society,  I  attribute  entirely  to  judicious 
correction  in  early  life,  applied  freely  with 
the  open  hand.  We  will  change  the  subject. 
Where  is  dear  Bennydeck  ?  I  want  to 
congratulate  him  on  his  approaching  mar- 
riage." She  looked  hard  at  her  daughter,  and 
mentally  added:  "He'll  live  to  regret 
it!" 

Catherine  knew  nothing  of  the  Captain's 
movements.  "  Like  you,"  she  told  her 
mother,  "  I  have  something  to  say  to 
him,  and  I  don't  know  where  he  is." 

Mrs.  Presty  still  kept  her  eyes  fixed  on 
her  daughter.  Nobody,  observing  Cathe- 
rine's face,  and  judging  also  by  the  tone  of 
her  voice,  would  have  supposed  that  she 
was  alluding  to  the  man,  whose  irresistible 
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attractions  had  won  her.  She  looked  ill  at 
ease,  and  she  spoke  sadly. 

"  You  don't  seem  to  be  in  good  spirits, 
my  dear,"  Mrs.  Presty  gently  suggested. 
"  No  lovers'  quarrel  already,  I  hope  ?" 

"Nothing  of  the  kind." 

"  Can  I  be  of  any  use  to  you  ?" 

"  You  might  be  of  the  greatest  use.  But 
I  know  only  too  well,  you  would  refuse." 

Thus  far,  Mrs.  Presty  had  been  animated 
by  curiosity.  She  began  now  to  feel  vaguely 
alarmed.  "  After  all  that  I  have  done  for 
you,"  she  answered,  "  I  don't  think  you 
ought  to  say  that.    Why  should  I  refuse  ?" 

Catherine  hesitated. 

Her  mother  persisted  in  pressing  her, 
"  Has  it  anything  to  do  with  Captain 
Bennydeck  ?" 

«  Yes." 

"  What  is  it  ?" 
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Catherine  roused  her  courage. 

"You  know  what  it  is  as  well  as  I  do," 
she  said.  "  Captain  Bennydeck  believes 
that  I  am  free  to  marry  him,  because  I  am 
a  widow.  You  might  help  me  to  tell  him 
the  truth." 

"  What ! !  !" 

That  exclamation  of  horror  and  astonish- 
ment was  loud  enough  to  have  been  heard 
in  the  garden.  If  Mrs.  Presty's  hair  had 
been  all  her  own,  it  must  have  been  hair 
that  stood  on  end. 

Catherine  quietly  rose.  "We  won't  dis- 
cuss it,"  she  said  with  resignation.  "I 
knew  you  would  refuse  me."  She  ap- 
proached the  door.  Her  mother  got  up 
and  resolutely  stood  in  the  way.  "Before 
you  commit  an  act  of  downright  madness," 
Mrs.  Presty  said,  "  I  mean  to  try  if  I  can 
stop  you.     Go  back  to  your  chair." 
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Catherine  refused. 

"  I  know  how  it  will  end,"  she  answered  ; 
"  and  the  sooner  it  ends  the  better.  You 
will  find  that  I  am  quite  as  determined  as 
you  are.  A  man  who  loves  me  as  he  loves 
me,  is  a  man  whom  I  refuse  to  deceive." 

"  Let's  have  it  out  plainly,"  Mrs.  Presty 
insisted.  "  He  believes  your  first  marriage 
has  been  dissolved  by  death.  Do  you  mean 
to  tell  him  that  it  has  been  dissolved  by 
Divorce  ?" 

"I  do." 

"  What  right  has  he  to  know  it  ?" 

"  A  right  that  is  not  to  be  denied. 
A  wife  must  have  no  secrets  from  her 
husband." 

Mrs.  Presty  hit  back  smartly. 

"  You're  not  his  wife  yet.  Wait  till  you 
are  married." 

"  Never  I     Who   but    a   wretch-  would 
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marry   an    honest   man   under    false    pre- 
tences ?" 

"  I  deny  the  false  pretences  !  You  talk 
as  if  you  were  an  impostor.  Are  you,  or 
are  you  not,  the  accomplished  lady  who  has 
charmed  him  ?  Are  you,  or  are  you  not,  the 
beautiful  woman  whom  he  loves  ?  There 
isn't  a  stain  on  your  reputation.  In  every 
respect  you  are  the  wife  he  wants,  and  the 
wife  who  is  worthy  of  him.  And  you  are 
cruel  enough  to  disturb  the  poor  man  about 
a  matter  that  doesn't  concern  him  !  you  are 
fool  enough  to  raise  doubts  of  you  in  his 
mind,  and  give  him  a  reproach  to  cast  in 
your  teeth  the  first  time  you  do  anything 
that  happens  to  offend  him  !  Any  woman 
— I  don't  care  who  she  may  be — might  envy 
the  home  that's  waiting  for  you  and  your 
child,  if  you're  wise  enough  to  hold  your 
tongue.     Upon  my  word,  Catherine,  I  am 
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ashamed  of  -you.  Have  you  no  prin- 
ciples ?" 

She  really  meant  it !  The  purely  selfish 
considerations  which  she  urged  on  her 
daughter  were  so  many  undeniable  virtues 
in  Mrs.  Presty's  estimation.  She  took  the 
highest  moral  ground,  and  stood  up  and 
crowed  on  it,  with  a  pride  in  her  own 
principles  which  the  Primate  of  all  England 
might  have  envied. 

But  Catherine's  rare  resolution  held  as 
firm  as  ever.  She  got  a  little  nearer  to  the 
door.  "  Good-night,  mamma,"  was  the 
only  reply  she  made. 

" Is  that  all  you  have  to  say  to  me?" 

"lam  tired,  and  I  must  rest.  Please 
let  me  go." 

Mrs.  Presty  threw  open  the  door  with 
a  bang. 

"  You  refuse  to  take  my  advice  ?"  she 
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said.  "  Oh,  very  well,  have  your  own  way ! 
You  are  sure  to  prosper  in  the  end.  These 
are  the  days  of  exhibitions  and  gold  medals. 
If  there  is  ever  an  exhibition  of  idiots  at 
large,  I  know  who  might  win  the  prize." 

Catherine  was  accustomed  to  preserve 
her  respect  for  her  mother  under  difficulties  ; 
but  this  was  more  than  her  sense  of  filial 
duty  could  successfully  endure. 

"  I  only  wish  I  had  never  taken  your 
advice,"  she  answered.  "  Many  a  miserable 
moment  would  have  been  spared  me,  if  I 
had  always  done  what  I  am  doing  now. 
You  have  been  the  evil  genius  of  my  life, 
since  Miss  Westerfield  first  came  into  our 
house." 

She  passed  through  the  open  doorway — 
stopped — and  came  back  again.  "  I  didn't 
mean  to  offend  you,  Mamma — but  you  do 
say  such  irritating  things.     Good-night." 
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Not  a  word  of  reply  acknowledged  that 
kindly-meant  apology.  Mrs.  Presty — 
vivacious  Mrs.  Presty  of  the  indomitable 
spirit  and  the  ready  tongue — was  petrified. 
She,  the  guardian  angel  of  the  family,  whose 
experience,  devotion,  and  sound  sense  had 
steered  Catherine  through  difficulties  and 
dangers  which  must  have  otherwise  ended 
in  utter  domestic  shipwreck — she,  the 
model  mother — had  been  stigmatised  as  the 
evil  genius  of  her  daughter's  life  by  no  less 
a  person  than  that  daughter  herself !  What 
was  to  be  said  ?  What  was  to  be  done  ? 
What  terrible  and  unexampled  course  of 
action  should  be  taken  after  such  an  insult 
as  this  ?  Mrs.  Presty  stood  helpless  in  the 
middle  of  the  room,  and  asked  herself  these 
questions,  and  waited  and  wondered  and 
found  no  answer. 

An  interval  passed.     There  was  a  knock 
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at  the  door.  A  waiter  appeared.  He  said  : 
"A  gentleman  to  see  Mrs.  Norman." 

The  gentleman  entered  the  room,  and  re- 
pealed himself. 

Herbert  Linley ! 


CHAPTER  XLVIII. 

BE    CAREFUL  ! 

The  divorced  husband  looked  at  his  mother- 
in-law  without  making  the  slightest  sacrifice 
to  the  claims  of  politeness.  He  neither 
offered  his  hand  nor  made  his  bow.  His 
frowning  eyebrows,  his  flushed  face,  be- 
trayed the  anger  that  was  consuming  him. 

"  I  want  to  see  Catherine,"  he  said. 

This  deliberate  rudeness  proved  to  be  the 
very  stimulant  that  was  required  to  restore 
Mrs.  Presty  to  herself.  The  smile  that 
always  meant  mischief  made  its  threatening 
appearance  on  the  old  lady's  face. 
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"What  sort  of  company  have  you  been 
keeping  since  I  last  saw  you  ?"  she  began. 

"  What  have  you  got  to  do  with  the 
company  I  keep  ?" 

"  Nothing  whatever,  I  am  happy  to  say. 
I  was  merely  wondering  whether  you  have 
been  travelling  lately,  in  the  south  part  of 
Africa,  and  have  lived  exclusively  in  the 
society  of  Hottentots.  The  only  other 
explanation  of  your  behaviour  is  that  I  have 
been  so  unfortunate  as  to  offend  you.  But 
it  seems  improbable — I  am  not  your  wife." 

"  Thank  God,  for  that !" 

"  Thank  God,  as  you  say.  But  I  should 
really  be  glad  (as  a  mere  matter  of  curiosity) 
to  know  what  your  extraordinary  conduct 
means.  You  present  yourself  in  this  room 
uninvited,  you  find  a  lady  here,  and  you 
behave  as  if  you  had  come  into  a  shop  and 
wanted  to  ask  the  price  of  something.    Let 
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me  give  you  a  lesson  in  good  manners. 
Observe  :  I  receive  you  with  a  bow,  and  I 
■^ay :  How  do  you  do,  Mr.  Linley  ?  Do  you 
understand  me  ?" 

"  I  don't  want  to  understand  you — I  want 
■.0  see  Catherine." 

"  Who  is  Catherine  ?" 

"You  know  as  well  as  I  do  —  your 
daughter." 

"  My  daughter,  sir,  is  a  stranger  to  you. 
We  will  speak  of  her,  if  you  please,  by  the 
:iame — the  illustrious  name  — which  she 
inherited  at  her  birth.  You  wish  to  see 
Mrs.  Norman  ?" 

"  Call  her  what  you  like.     I  have  a  word 
0  say  to  her,  and  I  mean  to  say  it." 

"No,  Mr.  Linley,  you  won't  say  it." 

"  We'll  see  about  that  !  Where  is  she  ?" 

"  My  daughter  is  not  well." 

"  Well  or  ill,  I  shan't  keep  her  long." 

vol.  in.  47 
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"  My  daughter  has  retired  to  her  room." 

"  Where  is  her  room  ?" 

Mrs.  Presty  moved  to  the  fireplace,  and 
laid  her  hand  on  the  bell. 

"Are  you  aware  that  this  house  is  an 
hotel  ?"  she  asked. 

"  It  doesn't  matter  to  me  what  it  is." 

"  Oh,  yes,  it  does.  An  hotel  keeps 
waiters.  An  hotel,  when  it  is  as  large  as 
this,  has  a  policeman  in  attendance.  Must 
I  ring  ?" 

The  choice  between  giving  way  to  Mrs. 
Presty,  or  being  disgracefully  dismissed,  was 
placed  plainly  before  him.  Herbert's  life 
had  been  the  life  of  a  gentleman  ;  he  knew 
that  he  had  forgotten  himself;  it  wan; 
impossible  that  he  could  hesitate. 

"I  won't  trouble  you  to  ring,"  he  said; 
"  and  I  will  beg  your  pardon  for  having 
allowed  my  temper  to  get  the  better  of  me. 
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At  the  same  time  it  ought  to  be  remembered, 
I  think,  in  my  favour,  that  I  have  had  some 
provocation." 

"I  don't  agree  with  you,"  Mrs.  Presty 
answered.  She  was  deaf  to  any  appeal  for 
mercy  from  Herbert  Linley.  "As  to  pro- 
vocation," she  added,  returning  to  her  chair 
without  asking  him  to  be  seated,  "when 
you  apply  that  word  to  yourself,  you  insult 
my  daughter  and  me.  You  provoked  ?  Oh, 
heavens!" 

"  You  wouldn't  say  that,"  he  urged, 
speaking  with  marked  restraint  of  tone  and 
manner,    "if  you  knew  what  I  have  had  to 

endure " 

Mrs.  Presty  suddenly  looked  towards 
the  door.  "  Wait  a  minute,"  she  said  ;  "  I 
think  I  hear  somebody  coming  in." 

In  the  silence  that  followed,  footsteps 
were  audible  outside — not  approaching  the 

47—2 
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door,  however,  but  retiring  from  it.  Mrs. 
Presty  had  apparently  been  mistaken. 
"  Yes  ?"  she  said,  resignedly,  permitting 
Herbert  to  proceed. 

He  really  had  something  to  say  for  him- 
self, and  he  said  it  with  sufficient  modera- 
tion. That  he  had  been  guilty  of  serious 
offences  he  made  no  attempt  to  deny ;  but 
he  pleaded  that  he  had  not  escaped  without 
justly  suffering  for  what  he  had  done.  He 
had  been  entirely  in  the  wrong  when  he 
threatened  to  take  the  child  away  from  her 
mother  by  force  of  law  ;  but  had  he  not 
been  punished  when  his  wife  obtained  her 
Divorce,  and  separated  him  from  his  little 
daughter  as  well  as  from  herself?  (No: 
Mrs.  Presty  failed  to  see  it ;  if  anybody  had 
suffered  by  the  Divorce,  the  victim  was  her 
injured  daughter.)  Still  patient,  Herbert 
did  not  deny  the  injury  ;  he  only  submitted 
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once  more  that  he  had  suffered  his  punish- 
ment. Whether  his  life  with  Sydney 
Westerfield  had  or  had  not  been  a  happy 
one,  he  must  decline  to  say ;  he  would  only 
declare  that  it  had  come  to  an  end.  She 
had  left  him.  Yes  !  she  had  left  him  for 
ever.  He  had  no  wish  to  persuade  her  to 
return  to  their  guilty  life  ;  they  were  both 
penitent,  they  were  both  ashamed  of  it. 
But  she  had  gone  away  without  the  provi- 
sion which  he  was  bound  in  honour  to  offer 
to  her. 

"  She  is  friendless  ;  she  may  be  in  a 
state  of  poverty  that  I  tremble  to  think  of," 
Herbert  declared.  "  Is  there  nothing  to 
plead  for  me  in  such  anxiety  as  I  am  suffer- 
ing now  ?"  Mrs.  Presty  stopped  him  there  ; 
she  had  heard  enough  of  Sydney  already. 

"  I  see  nothing  to  be  gained,"  she  said, 
"  by  dwelling  on  the  past ;  and  I  should  be 
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glad  to  know  why  you  have  come  to  this 
place  to-night." 

"  I  have  come  to  see  Kitty." 

"  Quite  out  of  the  question." 

"  Don't  tell  me  that,  Mrs.  Presty  !  I'm 
one  of  the  wretchedest  men  living,  and  I 
ask  for  the  consolation  of  seeing  my  child. 
Kitty  hasn't  forgotten  me  yet,  I  know-  Her 
mother  can't  be  so  cruel  as  to  refuse.  She 
shall  fix  her  own  time,  and  send  me  away 
when  she  likes  ;  I'll  submit  to  anything. 
Will  you  ask  Catherine  to  let  me  see 
Kitty  ?" 

"  I  can't  do  it." 

"  Why  not?" 

"  For  private  reasons." 

"  What  reasons  ?" 

"For  reasons  into  which  you  have  no 
right  to  inquire." 

He   got  up   from   his   chair.     His   face 
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presented  the  same  expression  which  Mrs. 
Presty  had  seen  on  it  when  he  first  entered 
the  room. 

"When  I  came  in  here,"    he  said,  "I 
wished  to  be  certain  of  one  thing.      Your 
prevarication  has  told  me  what  I  wanted  to 
know.      The   newspapers   had   Catherine's 
own  authority  for  it,  Mrs.  Presty,  when  they 
called  her  widow.    I    know  now  why  my 
brother,  who  never  deceived  me  before,  has 
deceived  me  about  this.     I  understand  the 
part  that  your  daughter  has  been  playing — 
and  I  am  as  certain  as  if  I  had  heard  it,  of  the 
devilish  lie  that  one  of  you — perhaps  both 
of  you — must  have  told  my  poor  child.  No, 
no  ;  I  had  better  not  see  Catherine.    Many 
a  man  has  killed  his  wife,  and  has  not  had 
such  good  reason  for  doing  it  as  I  have. 
You  are  quite  right  to  keep  me  away  from 
her." 
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He  stopped — and  looked  suddenly  towards 
the  door.  "  I  hear  her,"  he  cried.  "  She's 
coming  in !" 

The  footsteps  outside  were  audible  once 
more.  This  time,  they  were  approaching; 
they  were  close  to  the  door.  Herbert  drew 
back  from  it.  Looking  round  to  see  that 
he  was  out  of  the  way,  Mrs.  Presty  rushed 
forward — tore  open  the  door  in  terror  of 
what  might  happen — and  admitted  Captain 
Bennydeck. 


CHAPTEK    XLIX. 

KEEP  THE  SECKET. 

The  Captain's  attention  was  first  attracted  by 
the  visitor  whom  he  found  in  the  room.  He 
bowed  to  the  stranger  ;  but  the  first  impres- 
sion produced  on  him  did  not  appear  to 
have  been  of  the  favourable  kind,  when  he 
turned  next  to  Mrs.  Presty. 

Observing  that  she  was  agitated  he  made 
the  customary  apologies,  expressing  his  re- 
gret if  he  had  been  so  unfortunate  as  to 
commit  an  intrusion.  Trusting  in  the  good 
sense  and  good  breeding  which  distinguished 
him  on  other  occasions,  Mrs.  Presty  antici- 
pated that  he  would  see  the  propriety  of 
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leaving  her  alone  again  with  the  person 
whom  he  had  found  in  her  company.  To 
her  dismay  he  remained  in  the  room  ;  and, 
worse  still,  he  noticed  her  daughter's  ab- 
sence, and  asked  if  there  was  any  serious 
cause  for  it. 

For  the  moment,  Mrs.  Presty  was  unable 
to  reply.  Her  presence  of  mind — or,  to  put 
it  more  correctly,  her  ready  audacity — 
deserted  her,  when  she  saw  Catherine's 
husband  that  had  been,  and  Catherine's 
husband  that  was  to  be,  meeting  as  strangers, 
and  but  too  likely  to  discover  each  other. 

In  all  her  experience  she  had  never  been 
placed  in  such  a  position  of  embarrassment  as 
the  position  in  which  she  found  herself  now. 
The  sense  of  honour  which  had  prompted 
Catherine's  resolution  to  make  Bennydeck 
acquainted  with  the  catastrophe  of  her 
married  life,  might  plead  her  excuse  in  the 
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estimation  of  a  man  devotedly  attached  to 
her.  But  if  the  Captain  was  first  informed 
that  he  had  been  deceived  by  a  person  who 
was  a  perfect  stranger  to  him,  what  hope 
could  be  entertained  of  his  still  holding  him- 
self bound  by  his  marriage  engagement  ?  It 
was  even  possible  that  distrust  had  been 
already  excited  in  his  mind.  He  must  Cer- 
tainly have  heard  a  man's  voice  raised  in 
anger,  when  he  approached  the  door — and 
he  was  now  observing  that  man  with  an  air 
of  curiosity  which  was  already  assuming  the 
appearance  of  distrust.  That  Herbert,  on 
his  side,  resented  the  Captain's  critical 
examination  of  him  was  plainly  visible  in 
his  face.  After  a  glance  at  Bennydeck,  he 
asked  Mrs.  Presty  "who  that  gentleman  was." 
"  I  may  be  mistaken,"  he  added  ;  "  but  I 
thought  your  friend  looked  at  me  just  now 
as  if  he  knew  me." 
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"  I  have  met  you,  sir,  before  this."  The 
Captain  made  the  reply  with  a  courteous 
composure  of  tone  and  manner  which  ap- 
parently reminded  Herbert  of  the  claims  of 
politeness. 

"  May  I  ask  where  I  had  the  honour  of 
seeing  you  ?"  he  inquired. 

"  We  passed  each  other  in  the  hall  of  the 
hotel  at  Sandyseal.  You  had  a  young  lady 
with  you." 

"  Your  memory  is  a  better  one  than  mine, 
sir.  I  fail  to  remember  the  circumstance  to 
which  you  refer." 

Bennydeck  let  the  matter  rest  there. 
Struck  by  the  remarkable  appearance  of 
embarrassment  in  Mrs.  Presty's  manner — 
and  feeling  (in  spite  of  Herbert's  politeness 
of  language)  increased  distrust  of  the  man 
whom  he  had  found  visiting  her — he 
thought  it  might  not  be  amiss  to   hint  that 
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she  could  rely  on  him  in  case  of  necessity. 
"  I  am  afraid  I  have  interrupted  a  confiden- 
tial interview,"  he  began;    "and  I  ought 

perhaps  to  explain " 

Mrs.  Presty  listened  absently ;  preoccu- 
pied by  the  fear  that  Herbert  would  provoke 
a  dangerous  disclosure,  and  by  the  difficulty 
of  discovering  a  means  of  preventing  it. 
She  interrupted  the  Captain. 

"Excuse  me  for  one  moment;  I  have  a 
word  to  say  to  this  gentleman."  Benny- 
deck  immediately  drew  back,  and  Mrs. 
Presty  lowered  her  voice.  "If  you  wish 
to  see  Kitty,"  she  resumed,  attacking  Her- 
bert on  his  weak  side,  "  it  depends  entirely 
on  your  discretion." 

"  What  do  you  mean  by  discretion  ?" 
"Be  careful  not  to  speak  of  our  family 
troubles — and  I  promise  you  shall  see  Kitty. 
That  is  what  I  mean." 
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Herbert  declined  to  say  whether  he  would 
be  careful  or  not.  He  was  determined  to 
find  out,  first,  with  what  purpose  Bennydeck 
had  entered  the  room.  "  The  gentleman 
was  about  to  explain  himself  to  you,"  he 
said  to  Mrs.  Presty.  "  Why  don't  you  give 
him  the  opportunity  ?" 

She  had  no  choice  but  to  submit — in 
appearance  at  least.  Never  had  she  hated 
Herbert  as  she  hated  him  at  that  moment. 
The  Captain  went  on  with  his  explanation. 
He  had  his  reasons  (he  said)  for  hesitating, 
in  the  first  instance,  to  present  himself  un- 
invited, and  he  accordingly  retired.  On 
second  thoughts,  however,  he  had  returned, 
in  the  hope 

"  In  the  hope,"  Herbert  interposed,  "  of 
seeing  Mrs.  Presty 's  daughter  ?" 

"  That  was  one  of  my  motives,"  Benny- 
deck  answered. 
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"Is  it  indiscreet  to  inquire  what  the 
other  motive  was  ?" 

"Not  at  all.  I  heard  a  stranger's  voice, 
speaking  in  a  tone  which,  to  say  the  least 
of  it,  is  not  customary  in  a  lady's  room ; 
and  I  thought " 

Herbert  interrupted  him  again.  "  And 
you  thought  your  interference  might  be 
welcome  to  the  lady !     Am  I  right  ?" 

"  Quite  right." 

"  Am  I  making  another  lucky  guess,  if  I 
suppose  myself  to  be  speaking  to  Captain 
Bennydeck  ?" 

"  I  shall  be  glad  to  hear,  sir,  how  you 
have  arrived  at  the  knowledge  of  my  name." 

"  Shall  we  say,  Captain,  that  I  have 
arrived  at  it  by  instinct  ?" 

His  face,  as  he  made  that  reply,  alarmed 
Mrs.  Presty.  She  cast  a  look  at  him,  partly 
of  entreaty,  partly  of  warning.     No  effect 
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was  produced  by  the  look.  He  continued, 
in  a  tone  of  ironical  compliment :  "  You 
must  pay  the  penalty  of  being  a  public 
character.  Your  marriage  is  announced  in 
the  newspapers." 

"  I  seldom  read  the  newspapers." 
"  Ah,  indeed  ?  Perhaps  the  report  is  not 
true  ?  As  you  don't  read  the  newspapers, 
allow  me  to  repeat  it.  You  are  engaged  to 
marry  the  '  beautiful  widow,  Mrs.  Norman.' 
I  think  I  quote  those  last  words  correctly  ?" 
Mrs.  Presty  suddenly  got  up.  With  an 
inscrutable  face  that  told  no  tales,  she 
advanced  to  the  door.  Herbert's  insane 
jealousy  of  the  man  who  was  about  to  be- 
come Catherine's  husband  had  led  him  into 
a  serious  error ;  he  had  driven  Catherine's 
mother  to  desperation.  In  that  state  of 
mind  she  recovered  her  lost  audacity,  as  a 
matter  of  course.     Opening  the  door,  she 
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turned  round  to  the  two  men,  with  a  mag- 
nificent impudence  of  manner  which  in  her 
happiest  moments  she  had  never  surpassed. 

"lam  sorry  to  interrupt  this  interesting 
conversation,"  she  said ;  "  but  I  have 
stupidly  forgotten  one  of  my  domestic  duties. 
You  will  allow  me  to  return,  and  listen  with 
renewed  pleasure,  when  my  household  busi- 
ness is  off  my  mind.  I  shall  hope  to  find 
you  both  more  polite  to  each  other  than 
ever,  when  I  come  back."  She  was  in 
such  a  frenzy  of  suppressed  rage  that  she 
actually  kissed  her  hand  to  them  as  she  left 
the  room  ! 

Bennydeck  looked   after   her,   convinced 

that  some  sinister  purpose  was  concealed 
under  Mrs.  Presty's  false  excuses,  and 
wholly  unable  to  imagine  what  that  purpose 
might  be.  Herbert  still  persisted  in  trying 
to  force  a  quarrel  on  the  Captain. 
vol.   in.  48 
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"  As  I  remarked  just  now,"  he  proceeded, 
"  newspaper  reports  are  not  always  to  be 
trusted.  Do  you  seriously  mean,  my  dear 
sir,  to  marry  Mrs.  Norman  ?" 

"  I  look  forward  to  that  honour  and  that 
happiness.  But  I  am  at  a  loss  to  know 
how  it  interests  you." 

"  In  that  case  allow  me  to  enlighten  you. 
My  name  is  Herbert  Linley." 

He  had  held  his  name  in  reserve,  feeling 
certain  of  the  effect  which  he  would  produce 
when  he  pronounced  it.  The  result  took 
him  completely  by  surprise.  Not  the 
slightest  appearance  of  agitation  showed 
itself  in  Bennydeck's  manner.  On  the  con- 
trary, he  looked  as  if  there  was  something 
that  interested  him  in  the  discovery  of  the 
name. 

"  You  are  probably  related  to  a  friend  of 
mine,"  he  said  quietly. 
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"  Who  is  your  friend  ?" 

"  Mr.  Eandal  Linley." 

Herbert  was  entirely  unprepared  for  this 
discovery.  Once  more,  the  Captain  had  got 
the  best  of  it. 

"  Are  you  and  Eandal  Linley  intimate 
friends  ?"  he  inquired,  as  soon  as  he  had 
recovered  himself. 

"  Most  intimate." 

"  It's  strange  that  he  should  never  have 
mentioned  me,  on  any  occasion  when  you 
and  he  were  together." 

"  It  does  indeed  seem  strange." 

Herbert  paused.  His  brother's  keen 
sense  of  the  disgrace  that  he  had  inflicted 
on  the  family  recurred  to  his  memory.  He 
began  to  understand  Eandal's  otherwise 
unaccountable  silence. 

"  Are  you  nearly  related  to  Mr.  Eandal 

Linley  ?"  the  Captain  asked. 

48—2 
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"lam  his  elder  brother." 

Ignorant  on  his  part  of  the  family  dis- 
grace, Bennydeck  heard  that  reply  with 
amazement.  From  his  point  of  view,  it  was 
impossible  to  account  for  Eandal's  silence. 

"  Will  you  think  me  very  inquisitive," 
Herbert  resumed,  "  if  I  ask  whether  my 
brother  approves  of  your  marriage  ?" 

There  was  a  change  in  his  tone,  as  he  put 
that  question,  which  warned  Bennydeck  to  be 
on  his  guard.  "  I  have  not  yet  consulted 
my  friend's  opinion,"  he  answered  shortly. 

Herbert  threw  off  the  mask.  "  In  the 
meantime,  you  shall  have  my  opinion,"  he 
said.  "Your  marriage  is  a  crime — and  I 
mean  to  prevent  it." 

The  Captain  left  his  chair,  and  sternly 
faced  the  man  who  had  spoken  those  insolent 
words. 

"  Are  you  mad  ?"  he  asked. 
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Herbert  was  on  the  point  of  declaring 
himself  to  have  been  Catherine's  husband, 
until  the  law  dissolved  their  marriage — 
when  a  waiter  came  in  and  approached  him 
with  a  message.  "You  are  wanted  imme- 
diately, sir." 

"  Who  wants  me  ?" 

"  A  person  outside,  sir.  It's  a  serious 
matter — there  is  not  a  moment  to  lose." 

Herbert  turned  to  the  Captain.  "  I 
must  have  your  promise  to  wait  for  me," 
he  said,  "  or  I  don't  leave  the  room." 

"  Make  your  mind  easy.  I  shall  not  stir 
from  this  place  till  you  have  explained 
yourself,"  was  the  firm  reply. 

The  servant  led  the  way  out.  He 
crossed  the  passage,  and  opened  the  door  of 
a  waiting-room.  Herbert  passed  in — and 
found  himself  face  to  face  with  his  divorced 
wife. 


CHAPTER  L. 

FOKGIVENESS    TO    THE  INJUEED  DOTH  BELONG. 

Without  one  word  of  explanation,  Catherine 
stepped  up  to  him,  and  spoke  first. 

"  Answer  me  this,"  she  said — "have you 
told  Captain  Bennydeck  who  I  am  ?" 
"  Not  yet." 

The  shortest  possible  reply  was  the  only 
reply  that  he  could  make,  in  the  moment 
when  he  first  looked  at  her. 

She  was  not  the  same  woman  whom  he 
had  last  seen  at  Sandyseal,  returning  for  her 
lost  book.  The  agitation  produced  by  that 
unexpected  meeting  had  turned  her  pale ; 
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the  overpowering  sense  of  injury  had 
hardened  and  aged  her  face.  This  time, 
she  was  prepared  to  see  him  :  this  time,  she 
was  conscious  of  a  resolution  that  raised 
her  in  her  own  estimation.  Her  clear  blue 
eyes  glittered  as  she  looked  at  him,  the 
bright  colour  glowed  in  her  cheeks  ;  he  was 
literally  dazzled  by  her  beauty. 

"  In  the  past  time  which  we  both 
remember,"  she  resumed,  "  you  once  said 
that  I  was  the  most  truthful  woman  you 
had  ever  known.  Have  I  done  anything 
to  disturb  that  part  of  your  old  faith  in 
me?" 

"Nothing." 

She  went  on:  "Before  you  entered  this 
house,  I  had  determined  to  tell  Captain 
Bennydeck  what  you  have  not  told  him 
yet.  When  I  say  that,  do  you  believe 
me?" 
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If  he  had  been  able  to  look  away  from 
her,  he  might  have  foreseen  what  was 
coming ;  and  he  would  have  remembered 
that  his  triumph  over  the  Captain  was  still 
incomplete.  But  his  eyes  were  riveted  on 
her  face ;  his  tenderest  memories  of  her 
were  pleading  with  him.  He  answered  as 
a  docile  child  might  have  answered  : 

"  I  do  believe  you." 

She  took  a  letter  from  her  bosom  ;  and, 
showing  it,  begged  him  to  remark  that  it 
was  not  closed. 

"  I  was  in  my  bedroom  writing,"  she 
said,  "  when  my  mother  came  to  me  and 
told  me  that  you  and  Captain  Bennydeck 
had  met  in  my  sitting-room.  She  dreaded 
a  quarrel  and  an  exposure,  and  she  urged 
me  to  go  downstairs  and  insist  on  sending 
you  away — or  to  permit  her  to  do  so,  if  I 
could  not  prevail  on  myself  to  follow  her 
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advice.  I  refused  to  allow  the  shameful 
dismissal  of  a  man  who  had  once  had  his 
claim  on  my  respect.  The  only  alterna- 
tive that  I  could  see  was  to  speak  with  you 
here,  in  private,  as  we  are  speaking  now. 
My  mother  undertook  to  manage  this  for 
me ;  she  saw  the  servant,  and  gave  him 
the  message  which  you  received.  Where 
is  Captain  Benny  deck  now  ?" 

"  He  is  waiting  in  the  sitting-room." 

"  Waiting  for  you  ?" 

"Yes." 

She  considered  a  little  before  she  said 
her  next  words. 

"I  have  brought  with  me  what  I  was 
writing  in  my  own  room,"  she  resumed, 
"  wishing  to  show  it  to  you.  Will  you 
read  it  ?" 

She  offered  the  letter  to  him.  He  hesi- 
tated.   "Is  it  addressed  to  me  ?"  he  asked. 
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"It  is  addressed  to  Captain  Bennydeck," 
she  answered. 

The  jealousy  that  still  rankled  in  his 
mind — jealousy  that  he  had  no  more  law- 
ful or  reasonable  claim  to  feel  than  if  he 
had  been  a  stranger — urged  him  to  assume 
an  indifference  which  he  was  far  from  feel- 
ing. He  begged  that  Catherine  would 
accept  his  excuses. 

She  refused  to  excuse  him. 

"  Before  you  decide,"  she  said,  "  you 
ought  at  least  to  know  why  I  have  written 
to  Captain  Bennydeck,  instead  of  speaking 
to  him  as  I  had  proposed.  My  heart 
failed  me  when  I  thought  of  the  distress 
that  he  might  feel — and,  perhaps,  of  the 
contempt  for  myself  which,  good  and  gentle 
as  he  is,  he  might  not  be  able  to  disguise. 
My  letter  tells  him  the  truth,  without  con- 
cealment.    I  am   obliged   to    speak  of  the 
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manner  in  which  you  have  treated  me,  and 
of  the  circumstances  which  forced  me  into 
acts  of  deception  that  I  now  bitterly  regret. 
I  have  tried  not  to  misrepresent  you  ;  I 
have  been  anxious  to  do  you  no  wrong. 
It  is  for  you,  not  for  me,  to  say  if  I  have 
succeeded.  Once  more,  will  you  read  my 
letter  ?" 

The  sad  self-possession,  the  quiet  dignity 
with  which  she  spoke,  appealed  to  his 
memory  of  the  pardon  that  she  had  so 
generously  granted,  while  he  and  Sydney 
Westerfield  were  still  guiltless  of  the  injury 
inflicted  on  her  at  a  later  time.  Silently, 
he  took  the  letter  from  her,  and  read  it. 

She  kept  her  face  turned  away  from  him 
and  from  the  light.  The  effort  to  be  still 
calm  and  reasonable — to  suffer  the  heart- 
ache, and  not  to  let  the  suffering  be  seen — 
made  cruel  demands  on  the  self-betraying 
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nature  of  a  woman  possessed  by  strong, 
emotion.  There  was  a  moment  when  she 
heard  him  sigh  while  he  was  reading.  She 
looked  round  at  him,  and  instantly  looked 
away  again. 

He  rose  and  approached  her ;  he  held 
out  the  letter  in  one  hand,  and  pointed  to 
it  with  the  other.  Twice  he  attempted  to 
speak.  Twice  the  influence  of  the  letter 
unmanned  him. 

It  was  a  hard  struggle,  but  it  was  for  her 
sake :  he  mastered  his  weakness,  and  forced 
his  trembling  voice  to  submit  to  his  will. 

"  Is  the  man  whom  you  are  going  to 
marry  worthy  of  this  ?"  he  asked,  still  point- 
ing to  the  letter. 

She  answered  firmly  :  "  More  than 
worthy  of  it." 

"Marry  him,  Catherine — and  forget 
Me." 
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The  great  heart  that  he  had  so  sorely 
wounded  pitied  him,  forgave  him,  answered 
him  with  a  burst  of  tears.  She  held  out 
one  imploring  hand.  His  lips  touched  it 
— he  was  gone. 


CHAPTEK  LI. 


DUM    SPIR0,    SPERO. 


Brisk  and  smiling,  Mrs.  Presty  presented 
herself  in  the  waiting-room.  "We  have 
got  rid  of  our  enemy!"  she  announced ;  "  I 
looked  out  of  the  window,  and  saw  him 
leaving  the  hotel."  She  paused,  struck 
by  the  deep  dejection  expressed  in  her 
daughter's  attitude.  "  Catherine !"  she 
exclaimed,  "  I  tell  you  Herbert  has  gone, 
and  you  look  as  if  you  regretted  it !  Is 
there  anything  wrong  ?  Did  my  message 
fail  to  bring  him  here  ?" 

"No." 

"  He  was  bent  on  mischief  when  I  saw 
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him  last.  Has  he  told  Bennydeck  of  the 
Divorce?" 

"No." 

"  Thank  Heaven  for  that !  There  is  no 
one  to  be  afraid  of  now.  Where  is  the 
Captain  ?" 

"  He  is  still  in  the  sitting-room." 

"  "Why  don't  you  go  to  him  ?" 

"I  daren't!" 

"  Shall  I  go  ?" 

"  Yes — and  give  him  this." 

Mrs.  Presty  took  the  letter.  "  You 
mean,  tear  it  up,"  she  said,  "  and  quite 
right  too." 

"  No  ;  I  mean  what  I  say." 

"  My  dear  child,  if  you  have  any  regard 
for  yourself,  if  you  have  any  regard  for  me, 
don't  ask  me  to  give  Bennydeck  this  mad 
letter !  You  won't  hear  reason  ?  You 
still  insist  on  it  ?" 
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"  I  do." 

"  If  Kitty  ever  behaves  to  you,  Catherine, 
as  you  have  behaved  to  me — you  will  have 
richly  deserved  it.  Oh,  if  you  were  only  a 
child  again,  I'd  beat  it  out  of  you — I 
would  !" 

With  that  outburst  of  temper,  she  took 
the  letter  to  Bennydeck.  In  less  than  a 
minute  she  returned,  a  tamed  woman. 
"  He  frightens  me,"  she  said. 

"  Is  he  angry  ?" 

' '  No — and  that's  the  worst  of  it.  When 
men  are  angry,  I  am  never  afraid  of  them. 
He's  quiet,  too  quiet.  He  said,  '  I'm 
waiting  for  Mr.  Herbert  Lmley ;  where 
is  he  ?'  I  said,  '  He  has  left  the  hotel.' 
He  said,  '  What  does  that  mean  ?'  I 
handed  the  letter  to  him.  '  Perhaps  this 
will  explain,'  I  said.  He  looked  at  the 
address,  and  at  once  recognised  your  hand- 


D  UM  SPIR  O,  SPER  0.\  177 

writing.  '  Why  does  she  write  to  me  when 
we  are  both  in  the  same  house?  Why 
doesn't  she  speak  to  me  ?'  I  pointed  to 
the  letter.  He  wouldn't  look  at  it ;  he 
looked  straight  at  me.  '  There's  some 
mystery  here,'  he  said;  '  I'm  a  plain  man, 
I  don't  like  mysteries.  Mr.  Linley  had 
something  to  say  to  me,  when  the  message 
interrupted  him.  Who  sent  the  message  ? 
Do  you  know  ?'  If  there  is  a  woman  living, 
Catherine,  who  would  have  told  the  truth, 
in  such  a  position  as  mine  was  at  that 
moment,  I  should  like  to  have  her  photo- 
graph. I  said  I  didn't  know ;  and  I  saw 
he  suspected  me  of  deceiving  him.  Those 
kind  eyes  of  his — you  wouldn't  believe  it 
of  them  ! — looked  me  through  and  through. 
'  I  won't  detain  you  any  longer,'  he  said. 
I'm  not  easily  daunted  as  you  know — the  re- 
lief it  was  to  me  to  get  away  from  him  is  not 
vol.  in.  49 
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to  be  told  in  words.  What  do  you  think  I 
heard  when  I  got  into  the  passage  ?  I 
heard  him  turn  the  key  of  the  door.  He's 
locked  in,  my  dear  ;  he's  locked  in  !  We 
are  too  near  him  here.     Come  upstairs." 

Catherine  refused.  "  I  ought  to  he  near 
him,"  she  said  hopefully ;  "  he  may  wish  to 
see  me." 

Her  mother  reminded  her  that  the  wait- 
ing-room was  a  public  room,  and  might  be 
wanted. 

"  Let's  go  into  the  garden,"  Mrs.  Presty 
proposed.  "We  can  tell  the  servant  who 
waits  on  us  where  we  may  be  found." 

Catherine  yielded.  Mrs.  Presty's  ex- 
citement found  its  overflow  in  talking 
perpetually.  Her  daughter  had  nothing 
*o  say,  and  cared  nothing  where  they 
went ;  all  outward  manifestion  of  life  in 
her  seemed  to  be  suspended  at  that  terrible 
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time  of  expectation.  They  wandered  here 
and  there,  in  the  quietest  part  of  the 
grounds.  Half  an  hour  passed — and  no 
message  was  received.  The  hotel  clock 
struck  the  hour — and  still  nothing  hap- 
pened. 

"  I  can  walk  no  longer,"  Catherine  said. 
She  dropped  on  one  of  the  garden  chairs, 
holding  by  her  mother's  hand.  "Go  to 
him,  for  God's  sake  !"  she  entreated.  "  I 
can  endure  it  no  longer." 

Mrs.  Presty — even  bold  Mrs.  Presty — 
was  afraid  to  face  him  again.  "  He's  fond 
of  the  child,"  she  suggested ;  "  let's  send 
Kitty." 

Some  little  girls  were  at  play  close  by 
who  knew  where  Kitty  was  to  be  found. 
In  a  few  minutes  more  they  brought  her 
back  with  them.  Mrs.  Presty  gave  the 
child  her  instructions,   and  sent  her  away 

49—2 
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proud  of  her  errand,  and  delighted  at  the 
prospect  of  visiting  the  Captain  by  herself, 
as  if  she  "  was  a  grown-up  lady." 

This  time  the  period  of  suspense  was 
soon  at  an  end.  Kitty  came  running  back. 
"  It's  lucky  you  sent  me,"  she  declared. 
"  He  wouldn't  have  opened  the  door  to  any- 
body else — he  said  so  himself." 

"  Did  you  knock  softly,  as  I  told  you  ?" 
Mrs.  Presty  asked. 

"  No,  Grandmamma,  I  forgot  that.  I 
tried  to  open  the  door.  He  called  out  not 
to  disturb  him.  I  said,  '  It's  only  me,' 
and  he  opened  the  door  directly.  What 
makes  him  look  so  pale,  Mamma  ?  Is  he 
ill  ?" 

"  Perhaps  he  feels  the  heat,"  Mrs.  Presty 
suggested  judiciously. 

"He  said,  'Dear  little  Kitty,'  and  he 
caught  me  up  in  his  arms  and  kissed  me. 
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When  he  sat  down  again  he  took  me  on  his 
knee,  and  he  asked  if  I  was  fond  of  him, 
and  I  said,  '  Yes,  I  am,'  and  he  kissed  me 
again,  and  he  asked  if  I  had  come  to  stay 
with  him  and  keep  him  company.  I  forgot 
what  you  wanted  me  to  say,"  Kitty  acknow- 
ledged, addressing  Mrs.  Presty ;  "  so  I 
made  it  up  out  of  my  own  head." 

"  What  did  you  tell  him  ?'' 

"  I  told  him,  Mamma  was  as  fond  of  him 
as  I  was,  and  I  said,  '  We  will  hoth  keep 
you  company.'  He  put  me  down  on  the 
floor,  and  he  got  up  and  went  to  the  window 
and  looked  out.  I  told  him  that  wasn't  the 
way  to  find-  her,  and  I  sa:d,  '  I  know  where 
she  is;  I'll  go  and  fetch  her.'  He's  an 
obstinate  man,  our  nice  Captain.  He 
wouldn't  come  away  from  the  window.  I 
said,  <  You  wish  to  see  Mamma,  don't  you  ?' 
And  he  said  Yes.     '  You  mustn't  lock  the 
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door  again,'  I  told  him,  'she  won't  like 
that ;'  and  what  do  you  think  he  said  ? 
He  said,  '  Good-bye,  Kitty !'  Wasn't  it 
funny  ?  He  didn't  seem  to  know  what  he 
was  talking  about.  If  you  ask  my  opinion, 
Mamma,  I  think  the  sooner  you  go  to  him 
the  better." 

Catherine  hesitated.  Mrs.  Presty  on  one 
side,  and  Kitty  on  the  other,  led  her  between 
them  into  the  house. 


CHAPTER  LIL 

l'homme  propose,  et  dieu  dispose. 

Captain  Bennydeck  met  Catherine  and  her 
child  at  the  open  door  of  the  room.  Mrs. 
Presty,  stopping  a  few  paces  behind  them, 
waited  in  the  passage  ;  eager  to  see  what 
the  Captain's  face  might  tell  her.  It  told 
her  nothing. 

But  Catherine  saw  a  change  in  him. 
There  was  something  in  his  manner  un- 
naturally passive  and  subdued.  It  sug- 
gested the  idea  of  a  man  whose  mind  had 
been  forced  into  an  effort  of  self-control 
which  had  exhausted  its  power,  and  had 
allowed  the  signs  of  depression  and  fatigue 
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to  find  their  way  to  the  surface.  The 
Captain  was  quiet,  the  Captain  was  kind  ; 
neither  by  word  nor  look  did  he  warn 
Catherine  that  the  continuity  of  their 
intimacy  was  in  danger  of  being  broken — 
and  yet,  her  spirits  sank,  when  they  met 
at  the  open  door. 

He  led  her  to  a  chair,  and  said  she 
had  come  to  him  at  a  time  when  he 
especially  wished  to  speak  with  her.  Kitty 
asked  if  she  might  remain  with  them.  He 
put  his  hand  caressingly  on  her  head ;  "  No, 
my  dear,  not  now." 

The  child  eyed  him  for  a  moment,  con- 
scious of  something  which  she  had  never 
noticed  in  him  before,  and  puzzled  by 
the  discovery.  She  walked  back,  cowed 
and  silent,  to  the  door.  He  followed  her 
and  spoke  to  Mrs.  Presty.  "  Take  your 
grandchild  into  the   garden;  we   will  join 
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you-  there  in  a  little  while.  Good-bye  for 
the  present,  Kitty."  Kitty  said  good-bye 
mechanically — like  a  dull  child  repeating 
a  lesson.  Her  grandmother  led  her  away 
in  silence. 

Bennydeck  closed  the  door,  and  seated 
himself  by  Catherine.  "  I  thank  you  for 
your  letter,"  he  said.  "If  such  a  thing 
is  possible,  it  has  given  me  a  higher 
opinion  of  you  than  any  opinion  that  I 
have  held  yet." 

She  looked  at  him  with  a  feeling  of 
surprise,  so  sudden  and  so  overwhelming, 
that  she  was  at  a  loss  how  to  reply.  The 
last  words  which  she  expected  to  hear 
from  him,  when  he  alluded  to  her  con- 
fession, were  the  words  that  had  just  passed 
his  lips. 

"You  have  owned    to   faults  that   you 
have  committed,   and  deceptions  that  you 
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have  sanctioned,"  he  went  on  —  "  with 
nothing  to  gain,  and  everything  to  lose,  by 
telling  the  truth.  Who  but  a  good  woman 
would  have  done  that  ?" 

There  was  a  deeper  feeling  in  him  than 
he  had  ventured  to  express.  It  betrayed 
itself  by  a  momentary  trembling  in  his 
voice.  Catherine  drew  a  little  closer  to 
him. 

"  You  don't  know  how  you  surprise  me, 
how  you  relieve  me,"  she  said  warmly — 
and  pressed  his  hand.  In  the  eagerness  of 
her  gratitude,  in  the  gladness  that  had 
revived  her  sinking  heart,  she  failed  to 
feel  that  the  pressure  was  not  returned. 

"  What  have  I  said  to  surprise  you  ?"  he 
asked.  "  What  anxiety  have  I  relieved, 
without  knowing  it  ?" 

"  I  was  afraid  you  would  despise  me." 

"  Why  should  I  despise  you  ?" 
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"  Have  I  not  gained  your  good  opinion 
under  false  pretences  ?  Have  I  not  allowed 
you  to  admire  me  and  to  love  me, 
without  telling  you  that  there  was  anything 
in  my  past  life  which  I  had  reason  to 
regret  ?  Even  now,  I  can  hardly  realize 
that  you  excuse  and  forgive  me ;  you  who 
have  read  the  confession  of  my  worst  faults ; 
you  who  know  the  shocking  inconsistencies 
of  my  character " 

"  Say  at  once,"  he  answered,  "  that  I 
know  vou  to  be  a  mortal  creature.  Is  there 
any  human  character,  even  the  noblest, 
that  is  always  consistently  good  ?" 

"  One  reads  of  them  sometimes,"  she 
suggested,  "in  books." 

"  Yes,"  he  said.  "  In  the  worst  books 
you  could  possibly  read — the  only  really 
immoral  books  written  in  our  time." 

"  Why  are  they  immoral  ?" 
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"For  this  plain  reason,  that  they  de- 
liberately pervert  the  truth.  Clap-trap, 
you  innocent  creature,  to  catch  foolish 
readers  !  "When  do  these  consistently  good 
people  appear  in  the  life  around  us,  the  life 
that  we  all  see  ?  Never !  Are  the  best 
mortals  that  ever  lived,  above  the  reach  of 
temptation  to  do  ill,  and  are  they  always 
too  good  to  yield  to  it  ?  How  does  the 
Lord's  Prayer  instruct  humanity  ?  It  com- 
mands us  all,  without  exception,  to  pray 
that  we  may  not  be  led  into  temptation. 
You  have  been  led  into  temptation.  In 
other  words,  you  are  a  human  being.  All 
that  a  human  being  could  do  you  have 
done — you  have  repented  and  confessed. 
Don't  I  know  how  you  have  suffered  and 
how  you  have  been  tried  !  Why,  what  a 
mean  Pharisee  I  should  be  if  I  presumed  to 
despise  you  !" 
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She  looked  at  him  proudly  and  grate- 
fully ;  she  lifted  her  arm  as  if  to  thank  him 
by  an  embrace,  and  suddenly  let  it  drop 
again  at  her  side. 

"Am  I  tormenting  myself  without  cause?" 
she  said.  "Or  is  there  something  that 
looks  like  sorrow,  showing  itself  to  me  in 
vour  face  ?" 

"  You  see  the  bitterest  sorrow  that  I 
have  felt  in  all  my  sad  life." 

"  Is  it  sorrow  for  me  ?" 

"No.     Sorrow  for  myself." 

"  Has  it  come  to  you  through  me  ?  Is 
it  my  fault  ?" 

"  It  is  more  your  misfortune  than  your 
fault." 

"  Then  you  can  feel  for  me  ?" 

"  I  can  and  do." 

He  had  not  vet  set  her  at  ease. 

"  I  am  afraid  your  sympathy  stops  some- 
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where,"     she     said.       "Where     does     it 
stop  ?' 

For  the  first  time,  he  shrank  from  directly 
answering  her.  "  I  begin  to  wish  I  had 
followed  your  example,"  he  owned.  "  It 
might  have  been  better  for  both  of  us  if  I 
had  answered  your  letter  in  writing." 

"  Tell  me  plainly,"  she  cried,  "is  there 
something  you  can't  forgive  ?" 

"  There  is  something  I  can't  forget." 

"  What  is  it  ?  Oh,  what  is  it !  When 
my  mother  told  poor  little  Kitty  that  her 
father  was  dead,  are  you  even  more  sorry 
than  I  am  that  I  allowed  it  ?  Are  you 
even  more  ashamed  of  me  than  I  am  of 
myself?" 

"No.  I  regret  that  you  allowed  it ;  but 
I  understand  how  you  were  led  into  that 
error.  Your  husband's  infidelity  had  shaken 
his  hold  on  your  respect  for  him  and  your 
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sympathy  with  him.  and  had  so  left  you 
without  your  natural  safeguard  against  Mrs. 
Presty's  sophistical  reasoning  and  bad  ex- 
ample. But  for  that  wrong-doing  there  is 
a  remedy  left.  Enlighten  your  child  as  you 
have  enlightened  me ;  and  then — I  have  no 
personal  motive  for  pleading  Mr.  Herbert 
Linley's  cause,  after  what  I  have  seen  of 
him — and  then,  acknowledge  the  father's 
claim  on  the  child." 

"  Do  you  mean  his  claim  to  see  her  ?" 
"  What  else  can  I  mean  ?  Yes  !  let  him 
see  her.  Do  (God  help  me,  now  when  it's 
too  late  !) — do  what  you  ought  to  have  done, 
on  that  accursed  day  which  will  be  the 
blackest  day  in  my  calendar,  to  the  end  of 
my  life." 

"  What  day  do  you  mean  ?" 
"  The    day  when   you   remembered   the 
law  of  man,  and  forgot  the  law  of  God ; 
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the  day  when  you  broke  the  marriage  tie, 
the  sacred  marriage  tie,  by  a  Divorce !" 

She  listened  —  not  conscious  now  of 
suspense  or  fear ;  she  listened,  with  her 
whole  heart  in  revolt  against  him. 

"  You  are  too  cruel !"  she  declared. 
"  You  can  feel  for  me,  you  can  understand 
me,  you  can  pardon  me  in  everything  else 
that  I  have  done.  But  you  judge  without 
mercy  of  the  one  blameless  act  of  my  life, 
since  my  husband  left  me — the  act  that 
protected  a  mother  in  the  exercise  of  her 
rights.     Oh,  can  it  be  j7ou  ?     Can  it  be 

you  r 

"It  can  be,"  he  said,  sighing  bitterly; 
4 'and  it  is." 

"  "What  horrible  delusion  possesses  you  ? 
"Why  do  you  curse  the  happy  day,  the 
blessed  day,  which  saw  me  safe  in  the 
possession  of  my  child  ?" 
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"  For  the  worst  and  meanest  of  reasons," 
he  answered — "  a  selfish  reason.  Don't 
suppose  that  I  have  spoken  of  Divorce  as 
one  who  has  had  occasion  to  think  of  it.  I 
have  had  no  occasion  to  think  of  it ;  I  don't 
think  of  it  even  now.  I  abhor  it,  because 
it  stands  between  you  and  me.  I  loathe 
it,  I  curse  it,  because  it  separates  us  for 
life." 

"  Separates  us  for  life  ?     How  ?" 

"  Can  you  ask  me  ?" 

"  Yes,  I  do  ask  you  !" 

He  looked  round  him.  A  society  of 
religious  persons  had  visited  the  hotel, 
when  it  was  first  opened,  and  had  obtained 
permission  to  place  a  copy  of  the  Bible  in 
every  room.  One  of  those  copies  lay  on 
the  chimney-piece  in  Catherine's  room. 
Bennydeck  brought  it  to  her,  and  placed  it 
on  the  table  near  which  she  was  sitting. 

vol.  in.  GO 
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He  turned  to  the  New  Testament,  and 
opened  it  at  the  Gospel  of  Saint  Matthew. 
With  his  hand  on  the  page,  he  said : 

"  I  have  done  my  best  rightly  to  under- 
stand the  duties  of  a  Christian.  One  of 
those  duties,  as  I  interpret  them,  is  to  let 
what  I  believe  show  itself  in  what  I  do. 
You  have  seen  enough  of  me,  I  hope,  to 
know  (though  I  have  not  been  forward  in 
speaking  of  it)  that  I  am,  to  the  best  of  my 
poor  ability,  a  faithful  follower  of  the 
teaching  of  Christ.  I  dare  not  set  my  own 
interests  and  my  own  happiness  above  His 
laws.  If  I  suffer  in  obeying  them  as  I 
suffer  now,  I  must  still  submit.  They^re 
the  laws  of  my  life." 

"  Is  it  through  me  that  you  suffer  ?" 

"  It  is  through  you." 

"  Will  you  tell  me  how  ?" 

He  had  already  found  the  chapter.     His 
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tears  dropped  on  it  as  he  pointed  to  the 
verse. 

"Bead,"  he  answered,  "what  the  most 
compassionate  of  all  Teachers  has  said,  in 
the  Sermon  on  the  Mount." 

She  read  :  "  Whosoever  shall  marry  her 
that  is  divorced  committeth  adultery." 

Another  innocent  woman,  in  her  place, 
might  have  pointed  to  that  first  part  of  the 
verse,  which  pre-supposes  the  infidelity  of 
the  divorced  wife,  and  might  have  asked  if 
those  words  applied  to  her.  This  woman, 
knowing  that  she  had  lost  him,  knew  also 
what  she  owed  to  herself.  She  rose  in 
silence,  and  held  out  her  hand  at  parting. 

He    paused    before   he   took   her  hand. 
"  Can  you  forgive  me  ?"  he  asked. 

She  said :   "  I  can  pity  you." 

"  Can  you  look  back  to  the  day  of  your 
marriage  ?     Can  you  remember  the  words 

50—2 
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which  declared  the  union  between  you  and 
your  husband  to  be  separable  only  by  death  ? 
Has  he  treated  you  with  brutal  cruelty  ?" 

"  Never  \" 

"  Has  he  repented  of  his  sin  ?" 

"Yes." 

"  Ask  your  own  conscience  if  there  is 
not  a  worthier  life  for  you  and  your  child 
than  the  life  that  you  are  leading  now." 
He  waited,  after  that  appeal  to  her.  The 
silence  remained  unbroken.  "  Do  not  mis- 
take me,"  he  resumed  gently.  "lam  not 
thinking  of  the  calamity  that  has  fallen  on 
me  in  a  spirit  of  selfish  despair — I  am 
looking  to  your  future,  and  I  am  trying  to 
show  you  the  way  which  leads  to  hope. 
Catherine  !  have  you  no  word  more  to  say 
to  me  ?" 

In  faint  trembling  tones  she   answered 
him  at  last : 
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"  You  have  left  me  but  one  word  to  say. 
Farewell !" 

He  drew  her  to  him  gently,  and  kissed 
her  on  the  forehead.  The  agony  in  his 
face  was  more  than  she  could  support ;  she 
recoiled  from  it  in  horror.  His  last  act 
was  devoted  to  the  tranquillity  of  the  one 
woman  whom  he  had  loved.  He  signed  to 
her  to  leave  him. 


CHAPTEK  LIII. 

THE  LAKGEST  NATURE,  THE  LONGEST  LOVE. 

Mrs.  Pre  sty  waited  in  the  garden  to  be 
joined  by  her  daughter  and  Captain  Benny- 
deck,  and  waited  in  vain.  It  was  past  her 
grandchild's  bed  -  time ;  she  decided  on 
returning  to  the  house. 

"  Suppose  we  look  for  them  in  the  sitting- 
room  ?"  Kitty  proposed. 

"  Suppose  we  wait  a  moment,  before  we 
go  in  ?"  her  wise  grandmother  advised. 
"  If  I  hear  them  talking,  I  shall  take  you 
upstairs  to  bed." 

"Why?" 

"Because  we  mustn't  interrupt  them." 
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"Why?" 

Mrs.  Presty  favoured  Kitty  with  a  hint 
relating  to  the  management  of  inquisitive 
children  which  might  prove  useful  to  her 
in  after-life.  "  When  you  grow  up  to  be 
a  woman,  my  dear,  beware  of  making  the 
mistake  that  I  have  just  committed.  Never 
be  foolish  enough  to  mention  your  rea- 
sons when  a  child  asks,  Why  ?" 

"  Was  that  how  they  treated  you,  Grand- 
mamma, when  you  were  a  child  yourself?" 

"Of  course  it  was  !" 

"Why?" 

They  had  reached  the  sitting-room  door  by 
this  time.  Kitty  opened  it  without  ceremony, 
and  looked  in.     The  room  was  empty. 

Having  confided  her  granddaughter  to 
the  nursemaid's  care,  Mrs.  Presty  knocked 
at  Catherine's  bedroom  door.  "  May  I 
come  in  ?" 
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"  Come  in  directly  !     Where  is  Kitty  ?" 

"  Susan  is  putting  her  to  bed." 

"  Stop  it !  Kitty  mustn't  go  to  bed. 
No  questions.  I'll  explain  myself  when 
you  come  back."  There  was  a  wildness  in 
her  eyes,  and  a  tone  of  stern  command  in 
her  voice,  which  warned  her  mother  to  set 
dignity  aside,  and  submit. 

"  I  don't  ask  what  has  happened,"  Mrs. 
Presty  resumed  on  her  return.  "  That 
letter,  that  fatal  letter  to  the  Captain,  has 
justified  my  worst  fears.  What  in  heaven's 
name  are  we  to  do  now  ?" 

"  We  are  to  leave  this  hotel,"  was  the 
instant  reply. 

"When?" 

"  To-night." 

"  Catherine !  do  you  know  what  time 
it  is  ?" 

"  Time  enough  to  catch  the  last  train  to 
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London.  Don't  raise  objections !  If  I 
stay  at  this  place,  with  associations  in 
every  part  of  it  which  remind  me  of  that 
unhappy  man,  I  shall  go  mad  !  The  shock 
I  have  suffered,  the  misery,  the  humilia- 
tion— I  tell  you  it's  more  than  I  can  bear. 
Stay  here  by  yourself  if  you  like  ;  I  mean 
to  go." 

She  paced  with  frantic  rapidity  up  and 
down  the  room.  Mrs.  Presty  took  the  only 
way  by  which  it  was  possible  to  calm  her. 
"  Compose  yourself,  Catherine,  and  all  that 
you  wish  shall  be  done.  I'll  settle  every- 
thing with  the  landlord,  and  give  the  maid 
her  orders.  Sit  down  by  the  open  window ; 
let  the  wind  blow  over  you." 

The  railway  service  from  Sydenham  to 
London  is  a  late  service.  At  a  few  minutes 
before  midnight  they  were  in  time  for  the 
last   train.     When   they   left  the    station, 
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Catherine  was  calm  enough  to  communicate 
her  plans  for  the  future.  The  nearest  hotel 
to  the  terminus  would  offer  them  accommo- 
dation for  that  night.  On  the  next  day 
they  could  find  some  quiet  place  in  the 
country — no  matter  where,  so  long  as  they 
were  not  disturbed.  "Give  me  rest  and 
peace,  and  my  mind  will  be  easier," 
Catherine  said.  "  Let  nobody  know  where 
to  find  me." 

These  conditions  were  strictly  ob- 
served— with  an  exception  in  favour  of 
Mr.  Sarrazin.  While  his  client's  pecuniary 
affairs  were  still  unsettled,  the  lawyer  had 
his  claim  to  be  taken  into  her  confidence. 

^p  qp  qp  qp  gP 

The  next  morning  found  Captain  Benny- 
deck  still  keeping  his  rooms  at  Sydenham. 
The  state  of  his  mind  presented  a  complete 
contrast  to  the  state  of  Catherine's  mind. 
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So  far  from  sharing  her  aversion  to  the 
personal  associations  which  were  connected 
with  the  hotel,  he  found  his  one  consolation 
in  visiting  the  scenes  which  reminded  him 
of  the  heloved  woman  whom  he  had  lost. 
The  reason  for  this  was  not  far  to  seek. 
His  was  the  largest  nature,  and  his  had 
been  the  most  devoted  love. 

As  usual,  his  letters  were  forwarded  to 
him  from  his  place  of  residence  in  London. 
Those  addressed  in  handwritings  that  he 
knew  were  the  first  that  he  read.  The 
others  he  took  out  with  him  to  that  seques- 
tered part  of  the  garden  in  which  he  had 
passed  the  happiest  hours  of  his  life  by 
Catherine's  side. 

He  had  been  thinking  of  her  all  the 
morning  :  he  was  thinking  of  her  now. 

His  better  judgment  protested  ;  his 
accusing  conscience  warned    him  that    he 
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was  committing,  not  only  an  act  of  folly, 
but  (with  his  religious  convictions)  an  act 
of  sin — and  still  she  held  her  place  in  his 
thoughts.  The  manager  had  told  him  of 
her  sudden  departure  from  the  hotel,  and 
had  declared  with  perfect  truth  that  the 
place  of  her  destination  had  not  been  com- 
municated to  him.  Asked  if  she  had  left 
no  directions  relating  to  her  correspondence, 
he  had  replied  that  his  instructions  were  to 
forward  all  letters  to  her  lawyer.  On  the 
point  of  inquiring  next  for  the  name  and 
address,  Bennydeck's  sense  of  duty  and 
sense  of  shame  (roused  at  last)  filled  him 
with  a  timely  contempt  for  himself.  In 
feeling  tempted  to  write  to  Catherine — in 
encouraging  fond  thoughts  of  her  among 
scenes  which  kept  her  in  his  memory 
— he  had  been  false  to  the  very  prin- 
ciples   to     which     he     had    appealed    at 
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their  farewell  interview.  She  had  set 
him  the  right  example,  the  example 
which  he  was  determined  to  follow,  in 
leaving  the  place.  Before  he  could  falter 
in  his  resolution,  he  gave  notice  of  his 
departure.  The  one  hope  for  him  now  was 
to  find  a  refuge  from  himself  in  acts  of 
mercy.  Consolation  was  perhaps  waiting 
for  him  in  his  Home. 

His  unopened  correspondence  offered  a 
harmless  occupation  to  his  thoughts,  in  the 
meanwhile.  One  after  another  he  read  the 
letters,  with  an  attention  constantly  wander- 
ing and  constantly  recalled,  until  he  opened 
the  last  of  them  that  remained.  In  a 
moment  more  his  interest  was  absorbed. 
The  first  sentences  in  the  letter  told  him  that 
the  deserted  creature  whom  he  had  met  in 
the  garden — the  stranger  to  whom  he  had 
offered  help  and  consolation  in  the  present 
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and  in  the  future — was  no  other  than  the 
lost  girl  of  whom  he  had  been  so  long  in 
search ;  the  daughter  of  Roderick  Wester- 
field,  once  his  dearest  and  oldest  friend. 

In  the  pages  that  followed,  the  writer 
confided  to  him  her  sad  story  ;  leaving  it 
to  her  father's  friend  to  decide  whether 
she  was  worthy  of  the  sympathy  which  he 
had  offered  to  her,  when  he  thought  she  was 
a  stranger. 

This  part  of  her  letter  was  necessarily  a 
repetition  of  what  Bennydeck  had  read,  in 
the  confession  which  Catherine  had  ad- 
dressed to  him.  That  generous  woman 
had  been  guilty  of  one,  and  but  one, 
concealment  of  the  truth.  In  relating  the 
circumstances  under  which  the  elopement 
from  Mount  Morven  had  taken  place,  she 
had  abstained,  in  justice  to  the  sincerity 
of  Sydney's    repentance,    from  mentioning 
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Sydney's  name.  "Another  instance,"  the 
Captain  thought  bitterly,  as  he  closed  the 
letter,  "  of  the  virtues  which  might  have 
made  the  happiness  of  my  life  !" 

But  he  was  bound  to  remember — and  he 
did  remember — that  there  was  now  a  new 
interest,  tenderly  associating  itself  with  his 
life  to  come.  The  one  best  way  of  telling 
Sydney  how  dear  she  was  to  him  already, 
for  her  father's  sake,  would  be  to  answer 
her  in  person.  He  hurried  away  to  London 
by  the  first  train,  and  drove  at  -once  to 
Eandal's  place  of  abode  to  ask  for  Sydney's 
address. 

Wondering  what  had  become  of  the  post- 
script to  his  letter,  which  had  given  Benny- 
deck  the  information  of  which  he  was  now  in 
search,  Bandal  complied  with  his  friend's 
request,  and  then  ventured  to  allude  to  the 
report  of  the  Captain's  marriage  engagement. 
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"  Am  I  to  congratulate  you  ?"  he  asked. 

"  Congratulate  me  on  having  discovered 
Eoderick  Westerfield's  daughter." 

That  reply,  and  the  tone  in  which  it  was 
given,  led  Kandal  to  ask  if  the  engagement 
had  been  prematurely  announced. 

"  There  is  no  engagement  at  all," 
Bennydeck  answered,  with  a  look  which 
suggested  that  it  might  be  wise  not  to 
dwell  on  the  subject. 

But  the  discovery  was  welcome  to 
Bandal,  for  his  brother's  sake.  He  ran  the 
risk  of  consequences,  and  inquired  if 
Catherine  was  still  to  be  found  at  the  hotel. 

The  Captain  answered  by  a  sign  in  the 
negative. 

Bandal  persisted.  "  Do  you  know  where 
she  has  gone  ?" 

"  Nobody  knows  but  her  lawyer." 

"In  that  case,"  Bandal  concluded,   "I 
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shall  get  the  information  that  I  want." 
Noticing  that  Bennydeck  looked  surprised, 
he  mentioned  his  motive.  "  Herbert  is 
pining  to  see  Kitty,"  he  continued  ;  "and 
I  mean  to  help  him.  He  has  done  all  that 
a  man  could  do  to  atone  for  the  past.  As 
things  are,  I  believe  I  shall  not  offend 
Catherine,  if  I  arrange  for  a  meeting 
between  father  and  child.  What  do  you 
say  r 

Bennydeck  answered,  earnestly  and 
eagerly  ;  "  Do  it  at  once  !" 

They  left  the  house  together — one  to  go 
to  Sydney's  lodgings,  the  other  on  his  way 
to  Mr.  Sarrazin's  office 
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CHAPTER  LIV. 

LET    BYGONES    BE    BYGONES. 

When  the  servant  at  the  lodgings  an- 
nounced a  visitor,  and  mentioned  his  name, 
Sydney's  memory  (instead  of  dwelling  on 
the  recollection  of  the  Captain's  kindness) 
perversely  recalled  the  letter  that  she  had 
addressed  to  him,  and  reminded  her  that 
■she  stood  in  need  of  indulgence,  which  even 
so  good  a  man  might  hesitate  to  grant. 
Benny  deck's  first  words  told  the  friendless 
girl  that  her  fears  had  wronged  him. 

"  My  dear,  how  like  your  father  you 
are  1  You  have  his  eyes  and  his  smile  ;  I 
can't  tell  you  how  pleasantly  you  remind  me 
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of  my  dear  old  friend."  He  took  her  hand, 
and  kissed  her  as  he  might .  have  kissed 
a  daughter  of  his  own.  "  Do  you  re- 
member me  at  home,  Sydney,  when  you 
were  a  child  ?  No :  you  must  have  been 
too  young  for  that." 

She  was  deeply  touched.  In  faint 
trembling  tones,  she  said:  "I  remember 
your  name ;  my  poor  father  often  spoke  of 

you." 

A  man  who  feels  true  sympathy  is  never 
in  danger  of  mistaking  his  way  to  a  woman's 
heart,  when  that  woman  has  suffered. 
Bennydeck  consoled,  interested,  charmed 
Sydney,  by  still  speaking  of  the  bygone 
days  at  home. 

"  I  well  remember  how  fond  your  father 
was  of  you,  and  what  a  bright  little  girl 
you  were,"  the  Captain  went  on.  "  You 
have  forgotten,  I  dare  say,  the  old-fashioned 
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sea-songs  that  he  used  to  be  so  fond  of 
teaching  you.  It  was  the  strangest  and 
prettiest  contrast,  to  hear  your  small 
piping  child's  voice  singing  of  storms  and 
shipwrecks,  and  thunder  and  lightning, 
and  reefing  sails  in  cold  and  darkness, 
without  the  least  idea  of  what  it  all  meant. 
Your  mother  was  strict  in  those  days ;  you 
never  amused  her  as  you  used  to  amuse 
your  father  and  me.  "When  she  caught 
you  searching  my  pockets  for  sweetmeats, 
she  accused  me  of  destroying  your  digestion 
before  you  were  five  years  old.  I  went  on. 
spoiling  it,  for  all  that.  The  last  time  I 
saw  you,  my  child,  your  father  was  singing 
'  The  Mariners  of  England,'  and  you  were 
on  his  knee  trying  to  sing  with  him.  You 
must  have  often  wondered  why  you  never 
saw  anything  more  of  me.  Did  you  think  I 
Lad  forgotten  you  ?" 
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"I   am   quite    sure    I    never    thought 
that!" 

"  You  see  I  was  in  the  Navy  at  the 
time,"  the  Captain  resumed ;  "  and  we 
were  ordered  away  to  a  foreign  station. 
"When  I  got  back  to  England,  miserable 
news  was  waiting  for  me.  I  heard  of  your 
father's  death,  and  of  that  shameful  Trial. 
Poor  fellow  !  He  was  as  innocent,  Sydney, 
as  you  are  of  the  offence  which  he  was 
accused  of  committing.  The  first  thing  I 
did  was  to  set  inquiries  on  foot  after  your 
mother  and  her  children.  It  was  some 
consolation  to  me  to  feel  that  I  was  rich 
enough  to  make  your  lives  easy  and  agree- 
able to  you.  I  thought  money  could  do 
anything.  A  serious  mistake,  my  dear — 
money  couldn't  find  the  widow  and  her 
children.  We  supposed  you  were  some- 
where in  London ;  and  there,  to  my  great 
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grief,  it  ended.  From  time  to  time — long 
afterwards,  when  we  thought  we  had  got 
the  clue  in  our  hands — I  continued  my 
inquiries,,  still  without  success.  A  poor 
woman  and  her  little  family  are  so  easily 
engulphed  in  the  big  city!  Years  passed 
(more  of  them  than  I  like  to  reckon  up) 
before  I  heard  of  you  at  last  by  name.  The 
person  from  whom  I  got  my  information 
told  me  how  you  were  employed,  and  where." 

"  Oh,  Captain  Bennydeck,  who  could 
the  person  have  been  ?" 

"  A  poor  old  broken-down  actor,  Sydney. 
You  were  his  favourite  pupil.  Do  you 
remember  him  ?" 

"  I  should  be  ungrateful  indeed  if  I 
could  forget  him.  He  was  the  only  person 
in  the  school  who  was  kind  to  me.  Is  the 
good  old  man  still  living  ?" 

"No;  he  rests  at  last.     I  am  glad  to 
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say  I  was  able  to  make  his  last  days  on 
earth  the  happiest  days  of  his  life." 

"I  wonder,"  Sydney  confessed,  "how 
you  met  with  him." 

"  There  was  nothing  at  all  romantic  in 
my  first  discovery  of  him.  I  was  reading 
the  police  reports  in  a  newspaper.  The 
poor  wretch  was  brought  before  a  magis- 
trate, charged  with  breaking  a  window. 
His  one  last  chance  of  escaping  starvation 
in  the  streets  was  to  get  sent  to  prison. 
The  magistrate  questioned  him,  and  brought 
to  light  a  really  heart-breaking  account  of 
misfortune,  embittered  by  neglect  on  the 
part  of  people  in  authority  who  were  bound 
to  help  him.  He  was  remanded,  so  that 
inquiries  might  be  made.  I  attended  the 
court  on  the  day  when  he  appeared  there 
again,  and  heard  his  statement  confirmed.  I 
paid  his  fine,  and  contrived  to  put  him  in  a 
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way  of  earning  a  little  money.  He  was 
very  grateful,  and  came  now  and  then  to 
thank  me.  In  that  way  I  heard  how  his 
trouhles  had  hegun.  He  had  asked  for  a 
small  advance  on  the  wretched  wages  that 
he  received.  Can  you  guess  how  the 
schoolmistress  answered  him  ?" 

"  I  know  but  too  well  how  she  answered 
him,"  Sydney  said;  "  I  was  turned  out  of 
the  house,  too." 

"  And  I  heard  of  it,"  the  Captain  replied, 
"  from  the  woman  herself.  Everything 
that  could  distress  me  she  was  ready  to 
mention.  She  told  me  of  your  mother's 
second  marriage,  of  her  miserable  death,  of 
the  poor  boy,  your  brother,  missing,  and 
never  heard  of  since.  But  when  I  asked 
where  you  had  gone  she  had  nothing  more 
to  say.  She  knew  nothing,  and  cared 
nothing,  about  you.     If  I  had  not  become 
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acquainted  with  Mr.  Eandal  Linley  I  might 
never  have  heard  of  you  again.  We  will 
say  no  more  of  that,  and  no  more  of  any- 
thing that  has  happened  in  the  past  time. 
From  to-day,  my  dear,  we  begin  a  new  life, 
and  (please  God)  a  happier  life.  Have  you 
any  plans  of  your  own  for  the  future  ?" 

"  Perhaps,  if  I  could  find  help,"  Sydney 
said  resignedly,  "  I  might  emigrate.  Pride 
wouldn't  stand  in  my  way ;  no  honest 
employment  would  be  beneath  my  notice. 
Besides,  if  I  went  to  America,  I  might  meet 
with  my  brother." 

"  My  dear  child,  after  the  time  that  has 
passed,  there  is  no  imaginable  chance  of 
your  meeting  with  your  brother — and  you 
wouldn't  know  each  other  again  if  you  did 
meet.  Give  up  that  vain  hope  and  stay 
here  with  me.  Be  useful  and  be  happy  in 
your  own  country." 
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"  Useful  ?"  Sydney  repeated  sadly. 
"  Your  own  kind  heart,  Captain  Benny- 
deck,  is  deceiving  you.  To  be  useful 
means,  I  suppose,  to  help  others.  Who 
will  accept  help  from  me  ?" 

"  I  will,  for  one,"  the  Captain  answered. 

"  You  !" 

"  Yes.  You  can  be  of  the  greatest  use 
to  me— you  shall  hear  how." 

He  told  her  of  the  founding  of  his  Home 
and  of  the  good  it  had  done.  "You  are 
the  very  person,"  he  resumed,  "to  be  the 
good  sister-friend  that  I  want  for  my  poor 
girls ;  you  can  say  for  them  what  they 
cannot  always  say  to  me  for  themselves." 

The  tears  rose  in  Sydney's  eyes.  "  It  is 
hard  to  see  such  a  prospect  as  that,"  she 
said,  "  and  to  give  it  up  as  soon  as  it  is 
seen." 

"  Why  give  it  up  ?" 
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"Because  I  am  not  fit  for  it.  You  are 
as  good  as  a  father  to  those  lost  daughters 
of  yours.  If  you  give  them  a  sister- friend 
she  ought  to  have  set  them  a  good  example. 
Have  I  done  that?  Will  they  listen  to  a 
girl  who  is  no  better  than  themselves  ?" 

"Gladly!  Your  sympathy  will  find  its 
way  to  their  hearts,  because  it  is  animated 
by  something  that  they  can  all  feel  in 
common — something  nearer  and  dearer  to 
them  than  a  sense  of  duty.  You  won't 
consent,  Sydney,  for  their  sakes  ?  Will 
you  do  what  I  ask  of  you,  for  my  sake  ?" 

She  looked  at  him,  hardly  able  to  under- 
stand— or,  as  it  might  have  been,  perhaps 
afraid  to  understand  him.  He  spoke  to  her 
more  plainly. 

"  I  have  kept  it  concealed  from  you,"  he 
continued — "  for  why  should  I  lay  my  load 
of  suffering  on  a  friend  so  young   as  you 
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are,  so  cruelly  tried  already  ?  Let  me 
only  say  that  I  am  in  great  distress.  If 
you  were  with  me,  my  child,  I  might  be 
better  able  to  bear  it." 

He  held  out  his  hand.  Even  a  happy 
woman  could  hardly  have  found  it  in  her 
heart  to  resist  him.  In  silent  sympathy 
and  respect,  Sydney  kissed  the  hand  that  he 
had  offered  to  her.  It  was  the  one  way  in 
which  she  could  trust  herself  to  answer  him. 

Still  encouraging  her  to  see  new  hopes 
and  new  interests  in  the  future,  the  good 
Captain  spoke  of  the  share  which  she  might 
take  in  the  management  of  the  Home,  if 
she  would  like  to  be  his  secretary.  With 
this  view  he  showed  her  some  written 
reports,  relating  to  the  institution,  which 
had  been  sent  to  him  during  the  time  of 
his  residence  at  Sydenham.  She  read 
them  with  an  interest  and  attention  which 
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amply  justified  his  confidence  in  her  capa- 
city. 

"  These  reports,"  he  explained  to  her, 

"are  kept  for  reference;  but  as   a  means 
of  saving  time,  the  substance  of  them  is 
entered  in  the  daily  journal  of  our  proceed- 
ings.   Come,  Sydney !  venture  on  a  first  ex- 
periment in  your  new  character.    I  see  pen, 
ink  and  paper  on  the  table ;   try  if  you  can 
shorten  one  of  the  reports,  without  leaving 
out  anything  which  it  is  important  to  know. 
For   instance,    the    writer   gives    reasons 
for  making  his  statement.     Very  well  ex- 
pressed, no  doubt,  but  we  don't  want  reasons. 
Then,  again,  he  offers  his  own  opinion  on 
the  right  course  to  take.  Very  creditable  to 
him  ;  but  I  don't  want  his  opinion — I  want 
his  facts.     Take   the   pen,   my   secretary, 
and  set  down  his  facts.     Never  mind  his 
reflections." 
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Proud  and  pleased,  Sydney  obeyed  him. 
She  had  made  her  little  abstract,  and  was 
reading  it  to  him  at  his  request,  while  he 
compared  it  with  the  report,  when  they 
were  interrupted  by  a  visitor.  Eandal 
Linley  came  in,  and  noticed  the  papers  on 
the  table  with  surprise.  "Is  it  possible 
that  I  am  interrupting  business  ?"  he 
asked. 

Bennydeck  answered  with  an  assumed 
air  of  importance  which  was  in  itself  a 
compliment  to  Sydney  :  "  You  find  me 
engaged  on  the  business  of  the  Home  with 
my  new  secretary." 

Randal  at  once  understood  what  had 
happened.  He  took  his  friend's  arm,  and 
led  him  to  the  other  end  of  the  room. 

"  You  good  fellow  !"  he  said.  "  Add  to 
your  kindness  by  excusing  me  if  I  ask  for  a 
word  with  you  in  private." 
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Sydney  rose  to  retire.  After  having 
encouraged  her  by  a  word  of  praise,  the 
Captain  proposed  that  she  should  get  ready 
to  go  out,  and  should  accompany  him  on  a 
visit  to  the  Home.  .  He  opened  the  door 
for  her  as  respectfully  as  if  the  poor  girl 
had  been  one  of  the  highest  ladies  in  the 
land. 

"I  have  seen  my  friend  Sarrazin," 
Eandal  began,  "and  I  have  persuaded  him 
to  trust  me  with  Catherine's  present  address.' 
I  can  send  Herbert  there  immediately,  if 
you  will  only  help. me." 

"  How  can  I  help  you  ?" 

"Will  you  allow  me  to  tell  my  brother 
that  your  engagement  is  broken  off?" 

Bennydeck  shrank  from  the  painful 
allusion,  and  showed  it. 

Eandal  explained.  "  I  am  grieved,"  he 
said,  "to  distress  you  by  referring  to  this 
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subject  again.  But  if  my  brother  is  left 
under  the  false  impression  that  your  engage- 
ment will  be  followed  by  your  marriage,  he 
will  refuse  to  intrude  himself  on  the  lady 
who  was  once  his  wife." 

The  Captain  understood.  "Say  what 
you  please  about  me,"  he  replied.  "  Unite 
the  father  and  child — and  you  may  recon- 
cile the  husband  and  wife." 

"  Have  you  forgotten,"  Eandal  asked, 
"  that  the  marriage  has  been  dissolved  ?" 

Bennydeck's  answer  ignored  the  law. 
"I  remember,"  he  said,  "that  the  mar- 
riage has  been  profaned." 


CHAPTER  LV. 

LEAVE    IT    TO    THE    CHILD. 

The  front  windows  of  Brightwater  Cottage 
look  out  on  a  quiet  green  lane  in  Middlesex, 
which  joins  the  highroad  within  a  few 
miles  of  the  market  town  of  Uxbridge. 
Through  the  pretty  garden  at  the  back  runs 
a  little  brook,  winding  its  merry  way  to 
a  distant  river.  The  few  rooms  in  this 
pleasant  place  of  residence  are  well  (too 
well)  furnished,  having  regard  to  the  limits 
of  a  building  which  is  a  cottage  in  the 
strictest  sense  of  the  word.  Water-colour 
drawings  by  the  old  English  masters  of  the 
art  ornament  the  dining-room.  The  parlour 
vol.  in.  52 


226  THE  EVIL  GENIUS. 

has  been  transformed  into  a  library.  From 
floor  to  ceiling  all  four  of  its  walls  are 
covered  with  books.  Their  old  and  well- 
chosen  bindings,  seen  in  the  mass,  present 
nothing  less  than  a  feast  of  colour  to  the 
eye.  The  library  and  the  works  of  art  are 
described  as  heirlooms,  which  have  passed 
into  the  possession  of  the  present  proprietor 
— one  more  among  the  hundreds  of  English- 
men who  are  ruined  every  year  by  betting 
on  the  Turf. 

So  sorely  in  need  of  a  little  ready  money 
was  this  victim  of  gambling — tacitly  per- 
mitted or  conveniently  ignored  by  the 
audacious  hypocrisy  of  a  country  which 
rejoiced  in  the  extinction  of  Baden,  and 
which  still  shudders  at  the  name  of  Monaco 
— that  he  was  ready  to  let  his  pretty  cottage 
for  no  longer  a  term  than  one  month  certain  ; 
and  he  even  allowed  the  elderly  lady,  who 
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drove  the  hardest  of  hard  bargains  with  him, 
to  lessen  by  one  guinea  the  house -rent  paid 
for  each  week.  He  took  his  revenge  by 
means  of  an  ironical  compliment,  addressed 
to  Mrs.  Presty.  "  What  a  saving  it  would 
be  to  the  country,  ma'am,  if  you  were 
Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer!"  With 
perfect  gravity  Mrs.  Presty  accepted  that 
well-earned  tribute  of  praise.  "You  are 
quite  right,  sir;  I  should  be  the  first  official 
person  known  to  the  history  of  England 
who  took  proper  care  of  the  public  money." 

Within  two  days  of  the  time  when  they 
had  left  the  hotel  at  Sydenham,  Catherine 
and  her  little  family  circle  had  taken  pos- 
session of  the  cottage. 

The  two  ladies  were  sitting  in  the  library, 
each  occupied  with  a  book  chosen  from  the 
well-stocked  shelves.  Catherine's  reading 
appeared  to  be  more  than  once  interrupted 
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by  Catherine's  thoughts.  Noticing  this 
circumstance,  Mrs.  Presty  asked  if  some 
remarkable  event  had  happened,  and  if  it 
was  weighing  heavily  on  her  daughter's 
mind. 

Catherine  answered  that  she  was  thinking 
of  Kitty,  and  that  anxiety  connected  with 
the  child  did  weigh  heavily  on  her  mind. 

Some  days  had  passed  (she  reminded 
Mrs.  Presty)  since  the  interview  at  which 
Herbert  Linley  had  bidden  her  farewell. 
On  that  occasion  he  had  referred  to  her 
proposed  marriage  (never  to  be  a  marriage 
now !)  in  terms  of  forbearance  and  generosity 
which  claimed  her  sincere  admiration.  It 
might  be  possible  for  her  to  show  a  grate- 
ful appreciation  of  his  conduct.  Devotedly 
fond  of  his  little  daughter,  he  must  have 
felt  acutely  his  long  separation  from  her ; 
and  it  was  quite  likely  that  he  might  ask 
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to  see  Kitty.  But  there  was  an  obstacle  in 
the  way  of  her  willing  compliance  with 
that  request,  which  it  was  impossible  to 
think  of  without  remorse,  and  which  it  was 
imperatively  necessary  to  remove.  Mrs. 
Presty  would  understand  that  she  alluded 
to  the  shameful  falsehood  which  had  led  the 
child  to  suppose  that  her  father  was  dead. 

Strongly  disapproving  of  the  language 
in  which  her  daughter  had  done  justice  to 
the  conduct  of  the  divorced  husband,  Mrs. 
Presty  merely  replied  :  "  You  are  Kitty's 
mother  ;  I  leave  it  to  you  " — and  returned 
to  her  reading. 

Catherine  could  not  feel  that  she  had 
deserved  such  an  answer  as  this.  "  Did 
I  plan  the  deception  ?"  she  asked.  "  Did 
I  tell  the  lie  ?" 

Mrs.  Presty  was  not  in  the  least  offended. 
"  You  are  comparatively  innocent,  my  dear," 
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she  admitted,  with  an  air  of  satirical  indul- 
gence. "  You  only  consented  to  the  decep- 
tion, and  profited  by  the  lie.  Suppose  we 
own  the  truth  ?     You  are  afraid." 

Catherine  owned  the  truth  in  the  plainest 
terms  :   "  Yes,  I  am  afraid." 

" And  you  leave  it  to  me?" 

"  I  leave  it  to  you." 

Mrs.  Presty  complacently  closed  her 
book.  "  I  was  quite  prepared  to  hear  it," 
she  said ;  "all  the  unpleasant  complications 
since  your  Divorce — and  Heaven  only  knows 
how  many  of  them  have  presented  them- 
selves— have  been  left  for  me  to  unravel. 
It  so  happens — though  I  was  too  modest  to 
mention  it  prematurely — that  I  have  un- 
ravelled this  complication.  If  one  only  has 
eyes  to  see  it,  there  is  a  way  out  of  every 
difficulty  that  can  possibly  happen."  She 
pushed  the  book  that  she  had  been  reading 
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across  the  table  to  Catherine.  "  Turn  to 
page  two  hundred  and  forty,"  she  said. 
"  There  is  the  way  out." 

The  title  of  the  book  was  "  Disasters  at 
Sea  ;"  and  the  page  contained  the  narrative 
of  a  shipwreck.  On  evidence  apparently 
irresistible,  the  drowning  of  every  soul  on 
board  the  lost  vessel  had  been  taken  for 
granted — when  a  remnant  of  the  passengers 
and  crew  had  been  discovered  on  a  desert 
island,  and  had  been  safely  restored  to  their 
friends.  Having  read  this  record  of  suffer- 
ing and  suspense,  Catherine  looked  at  her 
mother,  and  waited  for  an  explanation. 

"Don't  you  see  it  ?"  Mrs.  Presty  asked. 

"  I  can't  say  that  I  do." 

The  old  lady's  excellent  temper  was  not 
in  the  least  ruffled,  even  by  this. 

"Quite  inexcusable  on  my  part,"  she 
acknowledged;     "I    ought    to    have    re- 
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membered  that  you  don't  inherit  your 
mother's  vivid  imagination.  Age  has  left 
me  in  full  possession  of  those  powers  of  in- 
vention which  used  to  amaze  your  poor 
father.  He  wondered  how  it  was  that  I  never 
wrote  a  novel.  Mr.  Presty's  appreciation 
of  my  intellect  was  equally  sincere  ;  but  he 
took  a  different  view.     'Beware,  my  dear,' 

• 

he  said,  '  of  trifling  with  the  distinction 
which  you  now  enjoy :  you  are  one  of  the 
most  remarkable  women  in  England — you 
have  never  written  a  novel.'  Pardon  me  ; 
I  am  wandering  into  the  region  of  literary 
anecdote,  when  I  ought  to  explain  myself. 
Now  pray  attend  to  this  : — I  propose  to  tell 
Kitty  that  I  have  found  a  book  which  is 
sure  to  interest  her ;  and  I  shall  direct  her 
attention  to  the  lamentable  story  which  you 
have  just  read.  She  is  quite  sharp  enough 
(there  are  sparks  of  my  intellectual  fire  in 


LEA  VE  IT  TO  THE  CHILD.  233 

Kitty)  to  ask  if  the  friends  of  the  poor  ship- 
wrecked people  were  not  very  much  sur- 
prised to  see  them  again.  To  this  I  shall 
answer :  '  Very  much,  indeed,  for  their 
friends  thought  they  were  dead.'  Ah,  you 
dear  dull  child,  you  see  it  now  !" 

Catherine  saw  it  so  plainly  that  she  was 
eager  to  put  the  first  part  of  the  experiment 
to  an  immediate  trial. 

Kitty  was  sent  for,  and  made  her  appear- 
ance with  a  fishing-rod  over  her  shoulder. 
"  I'm  going  to  the  brook,"  she  announced  ; 
"  expect  some  fish  for  dinner  to-day." 

A  wary  old  hand  stopped  Catherine,  in 
the  act  of  presenting  the  "  Disasters  at  Sea," 
to  Kitty's  notice  ;  and  a  voice,  distinguished 
by  insinuating  kindness,  said  to  the  child  : 
"  When  you  have  done  fishing,  my  dear, 
come  to  me  ;  I  have  got  a  nice  book  for 
you  to  read. — How   very  absurd  of  you, 


234  THE  EVIL  GENIUS. 

Catherine,"  Mrs.  Presty  continued,  when 
they  were  alone  again,  "  to  expect  the  child 
to  read,  and  draw  her  own  conclusions, 
while  her  head  is  full  of  fishing  !  If  there 
are  any  fish  in  the  brook,  she  won't  catch 
them.  When  she  conies  back  disappointed, 
and  says  :  '  What  am  I  to  do  now  ?'  the 
'  Disasters  at  Sea '  will  have  a  chance.  I 
make  it  a  rule  never  to  boast ;  but  if  there 
is  a  thing  that  I  understand,  it's  the  manage- 
ment of  children.  Why  didn't  I  have  a 
large  family  ?" 

Attended  by  the  faithful  Susan,  Kitty 
baited  her  hook,  and  began  to  fish  where 
the  waters  of  the  brook  were  overshadowed 
by  trees. 

A  little  arbour  covered  by  a  thatched 
roof,  and  having  walls  of  wooden  lattice- 
work, hidden  by  creepers  climbing  over  them 
inside  and  out,  offered  an  attractive  place  of 
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rest  on  this  sheltered  side  of  the  garden. 
Having  brought  her  work  with  her,  the 
nursemaid  retired  to  the  summer-house  and 
diligently  plied  her  needle,  looking  at 
Kitty  from  time  to  time  through  the  open 
door.  The  air  was  delightfully  cool,  the 
pleasant  rippling  of  the  brook  fell  soothingly 
on  the  ear,  the  seat  in  the  summer-house 
received  a  sitter  with  the  softly-yielding 
submission  of  elastic  wires.  Susan  had 
just  finished  her  early  dinner :  in  mind  and 
body  alike,  this  good  girl  was  entirely  and 
deservedly  at  her  ease.  By  finely  succeed- 
ing degrees,  her  eyelids  began  to  show  a 
tendency  downward ;  her  truant  needle- 
work escaped  from  her  fingers,  and  lay 
lazily  on  her  lap.  She  snatched  it  up  with 
a  start,  and  sewed  with  severe  resolution 
until  her  thread  was  exhausted.  The  reel 
was  ready  at  her  side ;  she  took  it  up  for 
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a  fresh  supply,  and  innocently  rested  her 
head  against  the  leafy  and  flowery  wall  of 
the  arbour.  Was  it  thought  that  gradually 
closed  her  eyes  again  ?  or  was  it  sleep  ?  In 
either  case,  Susan  was  lost  to  all  sense  of 
passing  events ;  and  Susan's  breathing 
became  musically  regular,  emulous  of  the 
musical  regularity  of  the  brook. 

As  a  lesson  in  patience,  the  art  of  angling 
pursued  in  a  shallow  brook  has  its  moral 
uses.  Kitty  fished,  and  waited,  and  renewed 
the  bait  and  tried  again,  with  a  command 
of  temper  which  would  have  been  a  novelty 
in  Susan's  experience,  if  Susan  had  been 
awake.  But  the  end  which  comes  to 
all  things  came  also  to  Kitty's  patience. 
Leaving  her  rod  on  the  bank,  she  let  the 
line  and  hook  take  care  of  themselves, 
and  wandered  away  in  search  of  some  new 
amusement. 
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Lingering  here  and  there  to  gather 
flowers  from  the  beds  as  she  passed  them, 
Kitty  was  stopped  by  a  shrubbery,  with  a 
rustic  seat  placed  near  it,  which  marked  the 
limits  of  the  garden  on  that  side.  The  path 
that  she  had  been  following  led  her  farther 
and  farther  away  from  the  brook,  but  still 
left  it  well  in  view.  She  could  see,  on  her 
right  hand,  the  clumsy  old  wooden  bridge 
which  crossed  the  stream,  and  served  as  a 
means  of  communication  for  the  servants 
and  the  tradespeople,  between  the  cottage 
and  the  village  on  the  lower  ground  a  mile 
away. 

The  child  felt  hot  and  tired.  She  rested 
herself  on  the  bench,  and,  spreading  the 
flowers  by  her  side,  began  to  arrange  them 
in  the  form  of  a  nosegay.  Still  true  to 
her  love  for  Sydney,  she  had  planned  to 
present  the  nosegay  to  her  mother ;  offering 


238  THE  EVIL  GENIUS. 

the  gift  as  an  excuse  for  returning  to  the 
forbidden  subject  of  her  governess,  and  for 
asking  when  they  might  hope  to  see  each 
other  again. 

Choosing  flowers  and  then  rejecting 
them,  trying  other  colours  and  wondering 
whether  she  had  accomplished  a  change  for 
the  better,  Kitty  was  startled  by  the  sound 
of  a  voice  calling  to  her  from  the  direction 
of  the  brook. 

She  looked  round,  and  saw  a  gentleman 
crossing  the  bridge.  He  asked  the  way  to 
Brightwater  Cottage. 

There  was  something  in  his  voice  that 
attracted  her — how  or  why,  at  her  age, 
she  never  thought  of  inquiring.  Eager 
and  excited,  she  ran  across  the  lawn  which 
lay  between  her  and  the  brook,  before  she 
answered  the  gentleman's  question. 

As  they  approached  each  other,  his  eyes 
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sparkled,  his  face  flushed ;  he  cried  out 
joyfully,  "  Here  she  is !" — and  then 
changed  again  in  an  instant.  A  horrid 
pallor  overspread  his  face  as  the  child 
stood  looking  at  him  with  innocent 
curiosity.  He  startled  Kitty,  not  because 
he  seemed  to  be  shocked  and  distressed, 
she  hardly  noticed  that ;  but  because  he 
was  so  like — although  he  was  thinner  and 
paler  and  older — oh,  so  like  her  lost  father  ! 
"  This  is  the  cottage,  sir,"  she  said  to 
him  faintly. 

His  sorrowful  eyes  rested  kindly  on  her. 
And  yet,  it  seemed  as  if  she  had  in  some 
way  disappointed  him.  The  child  ventured 
to  say  :   "Do  you  know  me,  sir  ?" 

He  answered  in  the  saddest  voice  that 
Kitty  had  ever  heard:  "My  little  girl, 
what  makes  you  think  I  know  you  ?" 

She  was  at  a  loss  how  to  reply,  fearing 
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to  distress  him.  She  could  only  say : 
"  You  are  so  like  my  poor  Papa." 

He  shook  and  shuddered,  as  if  she  had 
said  something  to  frighten  him.  He  took 
her  hand.  On  that  hot  day,  his  fingers 
felt  as  cold  as  if  it  had  been  winter  time. 
He  led  her  back  to  the  seat  that  she  had 
left.  "I'm  tired,  my  dear,"  he  said. 
"  Shall  we  sit  down  ?"  It  was  surely 
true  that  he  was  tired.  He  seemed 
hardly  able  to  lift  one  foot  after  the  other ; 
Kitty  pitied  him.  "  I  think  you  must  be 
ill ;"  she  said,  as  they  took  their  places, 
side  by  side,  on  the  bench. 

"  No  ;  not  ill.  Only  weary,  and  perhaps 
a  little  afraid  of  frightening  you."  He 
kept  her  hand  in  his  hand,  and  patted  it 
from  time  to  time.  "My  dear,  why  did 
you  say  'poor  Papa,'  when  you  spoke  of 
your  father  just  now  ?" 
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"  My  father  is  dead,  sir." 

He  turned  his  face  away  from  her,  and 
pressed  both  hands  on  his  breast,  as  if  he 
felt  some  dreadful  pain  there,  and  was 
trying  to  hide  it.  But  he  mastered  the 
pain ;  and  he  said  a  strange  thing  to  her — 
vrey  gently,  but  still  it  was  strange.  He 
wished  to  know  who  had  told  her  that  her 
father  was  dead. 

"  Grandmamma  told  me." 

' '  Do  you  remember  what  Grandmamma 
said  ?" 

"Yes — she  told  me  Papa  was  drowned 

He  said  something  to  himself,  and  said 
it  twice  over.  "  Not  her  mother  !  Thank 
God,  not  her  mother!"  What  did  he 
mean  ? 

Kitty  looked  and  looked  at  him,  and 
wondered  and  wondered.     He  put  his  arm 
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round  her.  "  Come  near  to  me,"  he  said. 
"  Don't  be  afraid  of  me,  my  dear."  She 
moved  nearer,  and  showed  him  that  she 
was  not  afraid.  The  poor  man  seemed 
hardly  to  understand  her.  His  eyes  grew 
xiim;  he  sighed  like  a  person  in  distress; 
he  said :  "  Your  father  would  have  kissed 
you,  little  one,  if  he  had  been  alive.  You 
say  I  am  like  your  father.  May  I  kiss 
you  ?" 

She  put  her  hands  on  his  shoulder,  and 
lifted  her  face  to  him.  In  the  instant 
when  he  kissed  her,  the  child  knew  him. 
Her  heart  beat  suddenly  with  an  over- 
powering delight;  she  started  back  from 
his  embrace.  "  That's  how  Papa  used  to 
kiss  me!"  she  cried.  "  Oh !  you  are, 
Papa!  Not  drowned!  not  drowned!" 
She  flung  her  arms  round  his  neck,  and 
held  him  as  if  she  would  never  let  him  go 
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again.  "Dear  Papa!  Poor  lost  Papa!" 
His  tears  fell  on  her  face ;  he  sobbed  over 
her.  "My  sweet  darling!  my  own  little 
Kitty!" 

The  hysterical  passion  that  had  overcome 
her  father  filled  her  with  piteous  surprise. 
How  strange,  how  dreadful  that  he  should 
cry — that  he  should  be  so  sorry  when 
she  was  so  glad !  She  took  her  little 
handkerchief  out  of  the  pocket  of  her 
pinafore j  and  dried  his  eyes.  "  Are  you 
thinking  of  the  cruel  sea,  Papa  ?  No ! 
the  good  sea,  the  kind,  bright,  beautiful 
sea  that  has  given  you  back  to  me,  and  to 
Mamma !" 

They  had  forgotten  her  mother! — and 
Kitty  only  discovered  it  now.  She  caught 
at  one  of  her  father's  hands  hanging  help- 
less at  his  side,  and  pulled  at  it  as  if  her 
little  strength  could  force  him  to  his  feet. 
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round  her.  "  Come  near  to  me,"  he  said. 
"  Don't  be  afraid  of  me,  my  dear."  She 
moved  nearer,  and  showed  him  that  she 
was  not  afraid.  The  poor  man  seemed 
hardly  to  understand  her.  His  eyes  grew 
dim ;  he  sighed  like  a  person  in  distress ; 
he  said :  "  Your  father  would  have  kissed 
you,  little  one,  if  he  had  been  alive.  You 
say  I  am  like  your  father.  May  I  kiss 
you  ?" 

She  put  her  hands  on  his  shoulder,  and 
lifted  her  face  to  him.  In  the  instant 
when  he  kissed  her,  the  child  knew  him. 
Her  heart  beat  suddenly  with  an  over- 
powering delight;  she  started  back  from 
his  embrace.  "  That's  how  Papa  used  to 
kiss  me!"  she  cried.  "  Oh !  you  are 
Papa!  Not  drowned!  not  drowned!" 
She  flung  her  arms  round  his  neck,  and 
held  him  as  if  she  would  never  let  him  go 


LEA  VE  IT  TO  THE  CHILD.  243 

again.  "Dear  Papa!  Poor  lost  Papa!" 
His  tears  fell  on  her  face ;  he  sobbed  over 
her.  "My  sweet  darling!  my  own  little 
Kitty!" 

The  hysterical  passion  that  had  overcome 
her  father  filled  her  with  piteous  surprise. 
How  strange,  how  dreadful  that  he  should 
cry — that  he  should  be  so  sorry  when 
she  was  so  glad !  She  took  her  little 
handkerchief  out  of  the  pocket  of  her 
pinafore*  and  dried  his  eyes.  "Are  you 
thinking  of  the  cruel  sea,  Papa  ?  No ! 
the  good  sea,  the  kind,  bright,  beautiful 
sea  that  has  given  you  back  to  me,  and  to 
Mamma !" 

They  had  forgotten  her  mother ! — and 
Kitty  only  discovered  it  now.  She  caught 
at  one  of  her  father's  hands  hanging  help- 
less at  his  side,  and  pulled  at  it  as  if  her 
little  strength  could  force  him  to  his  feet. 
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"  Come,"  she  cried,  "  and  make  Mamma  as 

happy  as  I  am!" 

He  hesitated.  She  sprang  on  his  knee  ; 
she  pressed  her  cheek  against  his  cheek 
with  the  caressing  tenderness,  familiar  to 
him  in  the  first  happy  days  when  she  was 
an  infant.  "Oh,  Papa,  are  you  going  to 
be  unkind  to  me  for  the  first  time  in  your 
life  ?" 

His  momentary  resistance  was  at  an  end. 
He  was  as  weak  in  her  hands  now,  as  if  he 
had  been  the  child  and  she  had  been  the 
man. 

Laughing  and  singing  and  dancing  round 
him,  Kitty  led  the  way  to  the  window  of 
the  room  that  opened  on  the  garden.  Some 
one  had  closed  it  on  the  inner  side.  She 
tapped  impatiently  at  the  glass.  Her 
mother  heard  the  tapping ;  her  mother 
came    to   the    window ;    her   mother  ran 
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out  to  meet  them.  Since  the  miserable 
time  when  they  had  left  Mount  Morven, 
since  the  long  unnatural  separation  of  the 
parents  and  the  child,  those  three  were 
together  once  more ! 


AFTER    THE     STORY. 


1. — The  Lawyer's  Apology. 

That  a  woman  of  my  wife's  mature  years 
should  be  jealous  of  one  of  the  most  ex- 
emplary husbands  that  the  records  of 
matrimony  can  produce  is,  to  say  the  least 
of  it,  a  discouraging  circumstance.  A  man 
forgets  that  virtue  is  its  own  reward,  and 
asks,  What  is  the  use  of  conjugal  fidelity  ? 

However,  the  motto  of  married  life  is  (or 
ought  to  be) :  Peace  at  any  price.  I  have 
been  this  day  relieved  from  the  condition  of 
secrecy  that  has  been  imposed  on  me.  You 
insisted  on  an  explanation  some  time  since. 
Here  it  is  at  last. 

For  the  ten-thousandth  time,  my  dear, 
in  our  joint  lives,  you  are  again  right.     That 
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letter,  marked  private,  which  I  received  at 
the  domestic  tea-table,  was  what  you  posi- 
tively declared  it  to  be,  a  letter  from  a  lady 
— a  charming  lady,  plunged  in  the  deepest 
perplexity.  We  had  been  well  known  to 
each  other  for  many  years,  as  lawyer  and 
client.  She  wanted  advice  on  this  occasion 
also — and  wanted  it  in  the  strictest  confi- 
dence. Was  it  consistent  with  my  pro- 
fessional duty  to  show  her  letter  to  my 
wife  ?  Mrs.  Sarrazin  says  Yes.  Mrs. 
Sarrazin's  husband  says  No. 

Let  me  add  that  the  lady  was  a  person 
of  unblemished  reputation,  and  that  she 
was  placed  in  a  false  position  through  no 
fault  of  her  own.  In  plain  English,  she 
was  divorced.  Ah,  my  dear  (to  speak  in 
the  vivid  language  of  the  people),  do  you 
smell  a  rat  ? 

Yes  :  my  client  was  Mrs.  Norman  ;  and 
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to  her  pretty  cottage  in  the  country  I 
betook  myself  the  next  day.  There  I  found 
my  excellent  friend  Eandal  Linley,  present 
by  special  invitation. 

Stop  a  minute.  Why  do  I  write  all  this, 
instead  of  explaining  myself  by  word  of 
mouth  ?  My  love,  you  are  a  member  of 
an  old  and  illustrious  family ;  you  honoured 
me  when  you  married  me ;  and  you  have 
(as  your  father  told  me  on  our  wedding 
day)  the  high  and  haughty  temper  of  your 
race.  I  foresee  an  explosion  of  this  temper, 
and  I  would  rather  have  my  writing-paper 
blown  up  than  be  blown  up  myself. 

Is  this  a  cowardly  confession  on  my 
part  ?  All  courage,  Mrs.  Sarrazin,  is 
relative :  the  bravest  man  living  has  a 
cowardly  side  to  his  character,  though  it 
may  not  always  be  found  out.  Some  years 
ago,  at  a  public  dinner,  I  sat  next  to  an 
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officer  in  the  British  army.  At  one  time 
in  his  life  he  had  led  a  forlorn  hope.  At 
another  time,  he  had  picked  up  a  wounded 
soldier,  and  had  carried  him  to  the  care  of 
the  surgeons  through  a  hail-storm  of  the 
enemy's  bullets.  Hot  courage  and  cool 
courage,  this  true  hero  possessed  both.  I 
saw  the  cowardly  side  of  his  character. 
He  lost  his  colour ;  perspiration  broke  out 
on  his  forehead ;  he  trembled ;  he  talked 
nonsense ;  he  was  frightened  out  of  his 
wits.  And  all  for  what  ?  Because  he  had 
to  get  on  his  legs  and  make  a  speech  ! 

Well :  Mrs.  Norman,  and  Eandal  Linley, 
and  I,  sat  down  to  our  consultation  at  the 
cottage. 

What  did  my  fair  client  want  ? 

She  contemplated  marrying  for  the  second 
time,  and  she  wanted  my  advice  as  a  lawyer , 
and  my  encouragement  as  an  old  friend.     I 
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was  quite  ready;  I  only  waited  for  the 
particulars.  Mrs.  Norman  became  dread- 
fully embarrassed,  and  said :  "  I  refer  you 
to  my  brother-in-law." 

I  looked  at  Kandal.  "  Once  her  brother- 
in-law,  no  doubt,"  I  said ;  "  but  after  the 

Divorce "     My  friend  stopped  me  there. 

"  After  the  Divorce,"  he  remarked,  "  I  may 
be  her  brother-in-law  again." 

If  this  meant  anything,  it  meant  that 
she  was  actually  going  to  marry  Herbert 
Linley  again.  This  was  too  ridiculous. 
"If  it's  a  joke,"  I  said,  "I  have  heard 
better  fun  in  my  time.  If  it's  only  an 
assertion,  I  don't  believe  it." 

"  Why  not  ?"  Eandal  asked. 

"  Saying  I  do  want  you,  in  one  breath — 
and  I  don't  want  you,  in  another — seems 
to  be  a  little  hard  on  Divorce,"  I  ventured 
to  suggest. 
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"  Don't  expect  me,  to  sympathize  with 
Divorce,"  Eandal  said. 

I  answered  that  smartly.    "  No ;  I'll  wait 
till  you  are  married." 

He  took  it  seriously.  "  Don't  misunder- 
stand me,"  he  replied.  "  Where  there  is 
absolute  cruelty,  or  where  there  is  deliberate 
desertion,  on  the  husband's  part,  I  see  the 
use  and  the  reason  for  Divorce.  If  the 
unhappy  wife  can  find  an  honourable  man 
who  will  protect  her,  or  an  honourable  man 
who  will  offer  her  a  home,  Society  and 
Law,  which  are  responsible  for  the  institu- 
tion of  marriage,  are  bound  to  allow  a 
woman  outraged  under  the  shelter  of  their 
institution  to  marry  again.  But,  where 
the  husband's  fault  is  sexual  frailty,  I  say 
the  English  law  which  refuses  Divorce  on 
that  ground  alone  is  right,  and  the  Scotch 
law  which  grants  it   is  wrong.   .  Eeligion, 
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which  rightly  condemns  the  sin,  pardons  it 
on  the  condition  of  true  penitence.  Why- 
is  a  wife  not  to  pardon  it  for  the  same 
reason  ?  Why  are  the  lives  of  a  father,  a 
mother,  and  a  child  to  be  wrecked,  when 
those  lives  may  be  saved  by  the  exercise  of 
the  first  of  Christian  virtues — forgiveness 
of  injuries  ?  In  such  a  case  as  this  I  regret 
that  Divorce  exists;  and  I  rejoice  when 
husband  and  wife  and  child  are  one  flesh 
again,  re-united  by  the  law  of  Nature, 
which  is  the  law  of  God." 

I  might  have  disputed  with  him ;  but  I 
thought  he  was  right.  I  also  wanted  to 
make  sure  of  the  facts. 

"  Am  I  really  to  understand,"  I  asked, 
"that  Mr.  Herbert  Linley  is  to  be  this 
ladv's  husband  for  the  second  time  ?" 

"If  there  is  no  lawful  objection  to  it," 
Randal  said — "decidedly  Yes." 
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My  good  wife,  in  all  your  experience  you 
never  saw  your  husband  stare  as  he  stared 
at  that  moment.  Here  was  a  lady  divorced 
by  her  own  lawful  desire  and  at  her  own 
personal  expense,  thinking  better  of  it  after 
no  very  long  interval,  and  proposing  to 
marry  the  man  again.  Was  there  ever 
anything  so  grossly  improbable  ?  Where  is 
the  novelist  who  would  be  bold  enough  to 
invent  such  an  incident  as  this  ? 

Never  mind  the  novelist.  How  did  it 
end? 

Of  course  it  could  only  end  in  one  way, 
so  far  as  I  was  concerned.  The  case  being 
without  precedent  in  my  experience,  I 
dropped  my  professional  character  at  the 
outset.  Speaking  next  as  a  friend,  I  had 
only  to  say  to  Mrs.  Norman  :  "  The  Law 
has  declared  you  and  Mr.  Herbert  Linley 
to  be  single  people.     Do  what  other  single 
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people  do.  Buy  a  Licence,  and  give  notice 
at  a  church  —  and  by  all  means  send 
wedding  cards  to  the  judge  who  divorced 

you." 

Said  ;  and,  in  another  fortnight,  done. 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Herbert  Linley  were  married 
again  this  morning ;  and  Eandal  and  I 
were  the  only  witnesses  present  at  the 
ceremony,  which  was  strictly  private. 

2. — The  Lawyer's  Defence. 

I  wonder  whether  the  foregoing  pages  of 
my  writing-paper  have  been  torn  to  pieces, 
and  thrown  into  the  waste-paper  basket  ? 
You  wouldn't  litter  the  carpet.  No.  I 
may  be  torn  in  pieces,  but  I  do  you  justice 
for  all  that. 

What  are  the  objections  to  the  divorced 
husband  and  wife  becoming  husband  and 
wife  again  ?     Mrs.  Presty  has  stated  them. 

vol.  in.  54 
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in  the  following  order.  Am  I  wrong  in 
assuming  that,  on  this  occasion  at  least, 
you  will  agree  with  Mrs.  Presty  ? 

First  Objection  :  Nobody  has  ever  done 
such  a  thing  before. 

Second  Objection  :  Penitent  or  not  peni- 
tent, Mr.  Herbert  Linley  doesn't  deserve  it. 

Third  Objection  :  No  respectable  person 
will  visit  them. 

First  Reply  :  The  question  is  not  whether 
the  thing  has  been  done  before,  but  whether 
the  doing  of  the  thing  is  right  in  itself. 
There  is  no  clause  in  the  marriage  service 
forbidding  a  wife  to  forgive  her  husband  ; 
but  there  is  a  direct  prohibition  to  any 
separation  between  them.  It  is  therefore 
not  wrong  to  forgive  Mr.  Herbert  Linley, 
and   it  is  absolutely  right    to    marry   him 


again. 


Second  Reply  :  When  their  child  brings 


AFTER  THE  STORY.  259 

hiui  home,  and  takes  it  for  granted  that  her 
father  and  mother  should  live  together, 
because  they  are  her  father  and  mother, 
innocent  Kitty  has  appealed  from  the  Law 
of  Divorce  to  the  Law  of  Nature.  Whether 
Herbert  Linley  has  deserved  it  or  whether 
he  has  not,  there  he  is  in  the  only  fit  place 
for  him — and  there  is  an  end  of  the  second 
objection. 

Third  Reply  :  A  fiat  contradiction  to  the 
assertion  that  no  respectable  person  will 
visit  her.  Mrs.  Sarrazin  will  visit  her. 
Yes,  you  will,  my  dear  !  Not  because  I 
insist  upon  it — Do  I  ever  insist  on  any- 
thing ?  No  ;  you  will  act  on  your  own 
responsibility,  out  of  compassion  for  a 
misguided  old  woman.  Judge  for  yourself 
when  you  read  what  follows,  if  Mrs.  Presty 
is  not  sadly  in  need  of  the  good  example  of 
an  ornament  to  her  sex. 

54—2 
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The  Evil  Genius  of  the  family  joined  us 
in  the  cottage  parlour  when  our  consulta- 
tion had  come  to  an  end.  I  had  the 
honour  of  communicating  the  decision  at 
which  we  had  arrived.  Mrs.  Presty 
marched  to  the  door  ;  and,  from  that  com- 
manding position,  addressed  a  few  farewell 
remarks  to  her  daughter  : 

"  I  have  done  with  you,  Catherine. 
You  have  reached  the  limits  of  my  ma- 
ternal endurance  at  last.  I  shall  set  up 
my  own  establishment,  and  live  again — 
— in  memory — with  Mr.  Norman  and  Mr. 
Presty.  May  you  be  happy.  I  don't 
anticipate  it." 

She  left  the  room — and  came  back  again 
for  a  last  word,  addressed  this  time  to  Eandal 
Linley. 

"When  you  next  see  your  friend, 
Captain  Bennydeck,  give   him  my  compli- 


AFTER  THE  STORY.  261 

ments,  Mr.  Eandal,  and  say  that  I  con- 
gratulate him  on  having  been  jilted  by  my 
daughter.  It  would  hava  been  a  sad  thing 
indeed,  if  such  a  sensible  man  had  married 
an  idiot.     Good  morning." 

She  left  the  room  again,  and  came  back 
again  for  another  last  word,  addressed  on 
this  occasion  to  me.  Her  better  nature 
made  an  effort  to  express  itself,  not 
altogether  without  success. 

"  I  think  it  quite  likely,  Mr.  Sarrazin,  that 
some  dreadful  misfortune  will  fall  on  my 
daughter,  as  the  punishment  of  her  un- 
dutiful  disregard  of  her  mother's  objections. 
In  that  case,  I  shall  feel  it  my  duty  to 
return,  and  administer  maternal  consola- 
tion. When  you  write,  address  me  at  my 
banker's.  I  make  allowances  for  a  lawyer, 
sir  ;  I  don't  blame  You." 

She  opened  the  door  for  the  third  time — ■ 
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stepped  out,  and  stepped  back  again  into 
the  room — suddenly  gave  her  daughter  a 
fierce  kiss — returned  to  the  door — shook 
her  fist  at  Mrs.  Linley  with  a  theatrically- 
threatening  gesture  —  said,  "  Unnatural 
child  !" — and,  after  this  exhibition  of  her 
better  nature,  and  her  worse,  left  us  at 
last.  When  you  visit  the  re-married  pair 
on  their  return  from  their  second  honey- 
moon, take  Mrs.  Presty  with  you. 

3. —  The  Lawyer's  Last   Word. 

"  When  you  force  this  ridiculous  and 
regrettable  affair  on  my  attention  "  (I  think 
I  hear  Mrs.  Sarrazin  say),  "  the  least  you 
can  do  is  to  make  your  narrative  complete. 
But  perhaps  you  propose  to  tell  me  per- 
sonally what  has  become  of  Kitty,  and 
what  well-deserved  retribution  has  over- 
taken Miss  Westerfield." 
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No  :  I  propose  in  this  case  also  to  com- 
municate my  information  in  writing — at 
the  safe  distance  from  home  of  my  office 
in  Lincoln's  Inn  Fields. 

Kitty  accompanies  her  father  and  mother 
to  the  Continent,  of  course.  But  she 
insisted  on  first  saying  good-bye  to  the 
dear  friend,  once  the  dear  governess, 
whom  she  loves.  Eandal  and  I  volun- 
teered to  take  her  (with  her  mother's 
ready  permission)  to  see  Miss  Westerfield. 
Try  not  to  be  angry.  Try  not  to  tear 
me  up. 

We  found  Captain  Bennydeck  and  his 
pretty  secretary  enjoying  a  little  rest  and 
refreshment,  after  a  long  morning's  work 
for  the  good  of  the  Home.  The  Captain 
was  carving  the  chicken ;  and  Sydney,  by 
his  side,  was  making  the  salad.  The 
house- cat  occupied  a  third  chair,  with  her 
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eyes  immovably  fixed  on  the  movements 
of  the  knife  and  fork.  Perhaps  I  was 
thinking  of  sad  past  days.  Any  way, 
it  seemed  to  me  to  be  as  pretty  a 
domestic  scene  as  a  man  could  wish  to 
look  at.  The  arrival  of  Kitty  made  the 
picture  complete. 

Our  visit  was  necessarily  limited  by  a 
due  remembrance  of  the  hour  of  departure, 
by  an  early  tidal  train.  Kitty's  last  words 
to  Sydney  bade  her  bear  their  next  meeting 
in  mind,  and  not  be  melancholy  at  only 
saying  good-bye  for  a  time.  Like  all 
children,  she  asks  strange  questions.  When 
we  were  out  in  the  street  again,  she  said  to 
her  uncle  : 

' '  Do  you  think  my  nice  Captain  will 
marry  Syd  ?" 

Eandal  had  noticed,  in  Captain  Benny- 
deck's  face,  signs  which  betrayed  that  the 


AFTER  THE  STORY.  265 

bitterest  disappointment  of  his  life  was  far 
from  being  a  forgotten  disappointment  yet. 
If  it  had  been  put  by  any  other  person,  poor 
Kitty's  absurd  question  might  have  met 
with  a  bitter  reply.  As  it  was,  her  uncle 
only  said:  "My  dear  child,  that  is  no 
business  of  yours  or  mine." 

Not  in  the  least  discouraged,  Kitty 
turned  to  me. 

"  What  do  you  think,  Samuel  ?" 

I  followed  Eandal's  lead,  and  answered, 
"  How  should  I  know  ?" 

The  child  looked  from  one  to  the 
other  of  us.  "  Shall  I  tell  you  what  I 
think  ?"  she  said,  "  I  think  you  are  both 
of  you  humbugs.' ' 


THE    END. 
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don ;  together  with  Lists  of  Bankers 
from  1677.  By  F.  G.  Hilton  Price. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Bardsley  (Rev.  C.W.),Works  by : 

Crown  8vo.,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  each. 
EnglishSurnames:  Their  Sources  and 
Significations.     Third  Ed.,  revised. 

Curiosities  of  Puritan  Nomencla- 
ture. _______ 

Bartholomew    Fair,   Memoirs 

of.     By  Henry   Morley.      With   100 
Illusts.   Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Basil,  Novels  by; 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each ; 
post  8vo,  i  llustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
A  Drawn  Game. 
"The  Wearing  of  the  Green." 

Beaconsfield,  Lord:  A  Biogra- 
phy. By  T.  P.  O'Connor,  M.P.  Sixth 
Edition,  with  a  New  Preface.  Crown 
Bvo,  cloth  extra,  78.  6d. 

Beauchamp.  —  Grantley 
Grange:  A  Novel.  By  Shelsley 
Beauchamp.    Post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2g, 


Beautiful  Pictures  by  British 

Artists:  A  Gathering  of  Favourites 
from  our  Picture  Galleries.  In  Two 
Series.  All  engraved  on  Steel  in  the 
highest  style  of  Art.  Edited,  with 
Notices  of  the  Artists,  by  Sydney 
Armytage,  M.A.  Imperial  4to,  cloth 
extra,  gilt  and  gilt  edges,  21s.  per  Vol. 

Bechstein.  —  As  Pretty  as 
Seven,  and  other  German  Stories. 
Collected  by  Ludwig  Bechstein. 
With  Additional  Tales  by  the  Brothers 
Grimm,  and  100  Illusts.  by  Richter. 
Small  4to,  green  and  gold,  6s.  6d. ; 
gilt  edges,  7s.  6d. 

Beerbohm.  —  Wanderings     in 

Patagonia ;  or,  Life  among  the  Ostrich 
Hunters.  By  Julius  Beerbohm.  With 
Illusts.   Grown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

Belgravia    for    1886.  —  One 

Shilling  Monthly.  Illustrated  by  P. 
Macnab.— The  first  Chapters  of  Mo- 
hawks, a  New  Novel  by  M.  E. 
Braddon,  Author  of  "  Lady  Audley's 
Secret,"  appeared  in  the  January 
Number,  and  the  Story  will  be  con- 
tinued  throughout  the  year.  This 
Number  contained  also  the  Opening 
Chapters  of  a  New  Novel  entitled 
That  other  Person;  and  several  of 
those  short  stories  for  which  Bel- 
gravia is  so  famous. 
\*  Now  ready,  the  Volume  for  March 
to  June  1886,  cloth  extra,  gilt  tilges, 
7s.  6d. ;  Cases  for  binding  Vols.,  2s.  each. 

Belgravia  Annual  for  Christ- 
mas, 1885.  With  Stories  by  F.  W. 
Robinson,  Mrs.  Lynn  Linton,  Grant 
Allen,  'Basil,'  B.  Montgomerie 
Ranking,  and  others.  Demy  8vo,  with 
Illustrations,  Is. 

Bennett  (W.C.,LL.D.),Works  by: 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  each. 
A  Ballad  History  of  England. 
Jongs  for  Sailors. 

Besant   (Walter)    and   James 

Rice,  Novels  by.  Crown  8vo, cloth 
extra,  3s.  6d.  each ;  post  8vo,  illust. 
boards,  2s.  each ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 
each. 

Ready-Money  Mortlboy. 
With  Harp  and  Crown. 
This  Son  of  Vulcan. 
My  Little  Girl. 
The  Case  of  Mr.  Lucraft 
The  Golden  Butterfly 
By  Celia's  Arbour. 
The  Monks  of  Thelema. 
Twas  In  Trafalgar's  Bay. 
The  Seamy  Side. 
Ihe  Ien  Years'  Tenant. 
The  Chaplain  of  the  Fleet 
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Besant  (Walter),  Novels  by: 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each ; 

post  8vo,  illust.  boards,    2s.  each; 

cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 
All  Sorts  and  Conditions  of  Men: 

An  Impossible  Story.  With  Illustra- 
tions by  Fred.  Barnard. 
The   Captains'   Room,   4c.      With 

Frontispiece  by  E.  J.  Wheeler. 
All  In  a  Garden  Fair.    With  6  Illusts. 

by  H.  Furniss. 
Dorothy  Forster.    With  Frontispiece 

by  Charles  Green. 
Uncle  Jack,  and  other  Stories. 


The  Art  of  Fiction.    Demy  8vo,  Is. 
Betham-Edwards  (M.),  Novels 

by.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

each, ;  post  8vo,.  illust.  bds.,  2s.  each. 

Felicia.  I  Kitty. 

Bewick  (Thos.)  and  his  Pupils. 

By  Austin  Dobson.    With  95  Illustra- 
tions.  Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  10s.  6d. 

Birthday  Books: — 

The  Starry  Heavens:  A  Poetical 
Birthday  Book.  Square  8vo,  hand- 
somely bound  in  cloth,  2s.  6d. 

Birthday  Flowers:  Their  Language 
and  Legends.  By  W.  J.  .Gordon. 
Beautifully  Illustrated  in  Colours  by 
Viola  Boughton.  In  illuminated 
cover,  crown  4to,  6s. 

The  Lowell  Birthday  Book.  With 
Illusts.  Small  8vo,  cloth  extra,  4s.  6d. 

Blackburn's  (Henry)  Art  Hand- 
books. Demy  8vo,  Illustrated,  uni- 
form in  size  for  binding. 

Academy  Notes,  separate  years,  from 
1875  to  1885,  each  Is. 

Academy  Notes,  1886.  With  nu- 
merous Illustrations.  Is. 

Academy  Notes,  1875-70.  Complete 
in  One  Vol.,with  nearly  600  Illusts*.  in 
Facsimile.  Demy  8vo,  cloth  limp,  6s. 

Academy  Notes,  1880-84.  Complete 
in  One  Volume,  with  about  700  Fac- 
simile Illustrations.    Cloth  limp,  6a. 

Grosvenor  Notes,  1877.    6d. 

Grosvenor  Notes,  separate  years,  from 
1878  to  1885,  each  Is. 

Grosvenor  Notes,  1886.  With  nu- 
merous Illustrations.     Is. 

Grosvenor  Notes,  1877-82.  With 
upwards  of  300  Illustrations.  Demy 
8vo,  cloth  limp,  6s. 

Pictures  at  South  Kensington.  With 
70  Illusts.  Is.   [New  Edit,  preparing. 


Art  Handbooks,  continued — 

TheEngllsh  Picturesat  the  National 
Gallery.    114  Illustrations.    Is. 

The  Old  Masters  at  the  National 
Gallery.    128  Illustrations.    Is.  6d. 

A  Complete  Illustrated  Catalogue 
to  the  National  Gallery.  With 
Notes  by  H.  Blackburn,  and  344 
Illusts.    Demy  8vo,  cloth  limp,  3s. 

Illustrated  Catalogue  of  the  Luxem- 
bourg Gallery.  Containing  about 
250  Reproductions  after  the  Original 
Drawings  of  the  Artists.  Edited  by 
F.  G.  Dumas.    Demy  8vo,  3s.  Gd. 

The  Paris  Salon,  1885.  With  about 
300  Facsimile  Sketches.  Edited  by 
F.  G.  Dumas.    Demy  8vo,  3s. 

The  Paris  Salon,  1886.  With  about  300 
Illusts.  Edited  by  F.  G.  Dumas. 
Demy  8vo,  3s. 

The  Art  Annual,  1883-4.  Edited  by 
F.  G.  Dumas.  With  300  full-page 
Illustrations.    Demy  8vo,  S3. 

Blake  (William):  Etchings  from 

his  Works.  By  W.  B.  Scott.  With 
descriptive  Text.  Folio,  half-bound 
boards,  India  Proofs,  21s. 

Boccaccio's   Decameron  ;    or, 

Ten  Days'  Entertainment.  Translated 
into  English,  with  an  Introduction  by 
Thomas  Wright,  F.S.A.  With  Portrait, 
and  Stothard's  beautiful  Copper- 
plates. Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  7s.  6d. 

Bowers'(G.)  Hunting  Sketches: 

Oblong  4to,  half-bound  bbards,  21s.  each. 
Canters  In  Crampshtre. 
Leaves   from    a   Hunting   Journal. 
Coloured  in  facsimile  of  the  originals. 

Boyle  (Frederick),  Works  by : 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each;  post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Camp  Notes:    Stories  of  Sport  and 
Adventure    in    Asia,    Africa,   and 

Savage  Life:  Adventures 0  a  Globe- 

Trotter. 

Chronicles     of      No-Man's     Land. 

Post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2g. 


Braddon    (M.    E.)— Mohawks, 

a  Novel,  by  Miss  Braddon,  Author 
of  "  Lady  Audley's  Secret,"  was  begun 
in  Belgravia  for  January,  and  will  bt 
continued  throughout  the  year.  Illus- 
trated by  P.  Macnab.    Is.  Monthly. 

Brand's  Observations  on  Pop. 

ular  Antiquities,  chiefly  Illustrating 
the  Origin  of  our  Vulgar  Customs, 
Ceremonies,  and  Superstitions.  With 
the  Additions  of  Sir  Henry  Ellis. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  with 
numerous  Illustrations,  7».  6a. 
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Bret  Harte,  Works  by  : 
Bret  Harte's  Collected  Works.    Ar- 
ranged and  Revised  by  the  Author. 

Complete  in  Five  Vols.,  crown  8vo, 

cloth  extra,  68.  each. 

Vol.  I.  Complete  Poetical  and 
Dramatic  Works.  With  Steel  Por- 
trait, and  Introduction  by  Author. 

Vol.  II.  Earlier  Papers — Luck  of 
Roaring  CAMP.and  other  Sketches 
— Bohemian  Papers  —  Spanish 
and  American  Legends. 

Vol.  III.  Tales  of  the  Argonauts 
— Eastern  Sketches. 

Vol.  IV.  Gabriel  Conroy. 

Vol.    V.    Stories  —  Condensed 
Novels,  &c. 
The  Select  Works  of  Bret  Harte,  in 

Prose  and  Poetry.    With  Introduc- 
tory Essay  by  J.  M.  Bellew,  Portrait 

of  the  Author,  and  50  Illustrations. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 
Bret    Harte's    Complete    Poetical 

Works.  Author's  Copyright  Edition. 

Beautifully  printed  on  hand-made 

paper  and  bound  in  buckram.  Cr. 

Svo,  4s.  6d. 
Gabriel  Conroy :  A  Novel.   Post  8vo, 

illustrated  boards,  23. 
An  Heiress  of  Red   Dog,  and  other 

Stories.  Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards, 

2s. 
The  Twins  of  Table  Mountain.  Fcap. 

8vo,  picture  cover,  Is. 
Luck  of  Roaring  Camp,  and  other 

Sketches.  Post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 
Jeff  Briggs's  Love  Story.    Fcap.  8vo, 

picture  cover,  Is. 
Flip.   Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. ; 

cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 
Californlan   Stories  (including  The 

Twins  of  Table  Mountain,  Jeff 

Briggs's  Love  Story,  &c.)    Post 

8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 
Maruja:  A  Novel.    Post  8vo,  illust. 

boards,  2s. ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Brewer  (Rev.  Dr.),  Works  by  : 
The  Reader's  Handbookof  Allusions, 
References,    Plots,    and    Stories. 
Fifth  Edition,   revised  throughout, 
with  a  New  Appendix,  containing  a 
Complete  English  Bibliography. 
Cr.  8vo,  1,400  pp:,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 
Authors  and  their  Works,  with  the 
Dates:    Being    the    Appendices   to 
"The  Reader's   Handbook,"  separ- 
ately printed.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 
A  Dictionary  of  Miracles:  Imitative, 
Realistic,  and  Dogmatic.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. ;  half-bound,  9s. 

Brewster  (SirDavid),Works  by: 

More  Worlds  than  One :  The  Creed 

of  the  Philosopher  and  the  Hope  of 

the    Christian.    With   Plates.    Post 

Bvo,  cloth  extra  4s,  60, 


Brewster  (Sir  David),  ci)Htinue&>- 
The  Martyrs  of  Science:  Lives  of 
Galileo,  Tycho  Brahe,  and  Kep- 
ler. With  Portraits.  Post  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  4s.  6d. 
Letters  on  Natural  Magic.  A  New 
Edition,  with  numerous  Illustrations, 
and  Chapters  on  the  Being  and 
Faculties  of  Man,  and  Additional 
Phenomena  of  Natural  Magic,  by 
J.  A.  Smith.    Post  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  4s.  6a. 

Briggs,  Memoir  of  Gen.  John. 

By  Major  Evans  Bell.    With  a  Por- 
trait.     Royal  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Brillat-Savarin.— GastronomJ 
as  a  Fine  Art.  By  Brillat-Savarik 
Translated  by  R.  E.  Anderson,  M.A, 
Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Buchanan's  (Robert)  Works : 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each. 

Ballads  of  Life,  Love,  and  Humour. 
Frontispiece  by  Arthur  Hughes. 

Undertones. 

London  Poems. 

The  Book  of  Orm. 

White  Rose  and  Red:  A  Love  Story. 

Idylls  and  Legends  of  Inverburn. 

Selected  Poems  of  Robert  Buchana  ft. 
With  a  Frontispiece  by  T.  Dalziel. 

The  Hebrid  Isles:  Wanderings  in  tJie 
Land  of  Lome  and  the  Outer  He- 
brides.  With  Frontispiece  by  Wil- 
liam Small. 

A  Poet's  Sketch-Book:  Selections 
from  the  Prose  Writings  of  Robert 
Buchanan. 

The  Earthquake:  or,  Six  Days  and 
a  Sabbath.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Robert  Buchanan'sComplete  Poeti- 
cal Works.  With  Steel-plate  Por- 
trait.   Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.6d. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each ; 

post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2s.  each. 
The  Shadow  of  the  Sword. 

A  Child  of  Nature.  With  a  Frontis- 
piece. 

God  and  the  Man.  With  Illustrations 
by  Fred.  Barnard. 

The  Martyrdom  of  Madeline.  With 
Frontispiece  by  A.  W.  Cooper. 

Love  Me  for  Ever.  With  a  Frontis- 
piece by  P.  Macnab. 

Annan  Water. 

The  New  Abelard. 

Foxglove  Manor. 

Matt :  A  Story  of  a  Caravan. 

The  Master  of  the  Mine.  Cheap 
Edition,  with  a  Frontispiece  by  W  H. 
Overend.    Crown  8v5,  cloth«ta£ 
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Bunyan's  Pilgrim's  Progress. 

Edited  by  Rev.  T.  Scott.     With  17 
-    Steel  Plates  by  Stothard    engraved 
by  Goodall,  and  numerous  Woodcuts. 
Crown  8vo,  eloth  extra,  gilt,  7s.  6d. 


Burnett  (Mrs.),  Novels  by : 
Surly  Tim,  and  other  Stories.     Post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 


Fcap.  8vo,  picture  cover,  Is.  each. 
Kathleen  Mavourneen. 
Lindsay's  Luck. 
Pretty  Polly  Pemberton. 

Burton  (Captain),  Works  by: 

To  the  Gold  Coast  for  Gold :  A  Per- 
sonal Narrative.  By  Richard  F.  Bur- 
ton and  Verney  Lovett  Cameron. 
With  Maps  and  Frontispiece.  Two 
Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  21s. 

The  Book  of  the  Sword:  Being  a 
History  of  the  Sword  and  its  Use  in 
all  Countries,  from  the  Earliest 
Times.  By  Richard  F.  Burton. 
With  over  400  Illustrations.  Square 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  32s. 

Burton  (Robert): 
The  Anatomy  of  Melancholy.     A  ! 

New  Edition,  complete,  corrected 
and  enriched  by  Translations  of  the 
Classical  Extracts.  Demy  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  7s.  6d. 
Melancholy  Anatomised:  Being  an 
Abridgment,  for  popular  use,  of  Bub- 
ton's  Anatomy  of  Melancholy. 
Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Byron  (Lord): 

Byron's  Chllde  Harold.  An  entirely 
New  Edition  of  this  famous  Poem, 
with  over  One  Hundred  new  Illusts. 
by  leading  Artists.  (Uniform  with 
the  Illustrated  Editions  of  "The 
Lady  of  the  Lake  "  and  "  Marmion.") 
Elegantly  and  appropriately  bound, 
small  4to,  16s. 

Byron's  Letters  and  Journals.  With 
Notices  of  his  Life.  By  Thomas 
Moore.  A  Reprint  of  the  Original 
Edition,  newly  revised,  with  Twelve 
full-page  Plates.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  gilt,  7s.  6d. 

Byron's  Don  Juan.  Complete  in  One 
Vol.,  post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

Cameron  (Commander)  and 
Captain  Burton. — To  the  Gold  Coast 
for  Gold :  A  Personal  Narrative.  By 
Richard  F.  Burton  and  Verney 
Lovett  Cameron.     Frontispiece  and 

-  Maps.    Two  Vols.,  cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  21s. 


Caine.  — The    Shadow    of    a 

Crime:  A  Novel.  By  Hall  Caine. 
Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Cameron    (Mrs.    H.     Lovett), 

Novels  by: 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each 

post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Juliet's  Guardian.  |  Deceivers  Ever. 

Canyle  (Thomas) : 
On  the  Choice  of  Books.  By  Thomas 
Carlyle.  With  a  Life  of  the  Author 
by  R.  H.  Shepherd.  New  and  Re- 
vised Edition,  post  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
Illustrated,  Is.  6d. 

The  Correspondence  of  Thomas 
Carlyle  and  Ralph  Waldo  Emerson. 
1834  to  1872.  Edited  by  Charles 
Eliot  Norton.  With  Portraits.  Two 
Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  24s. 

Chapman's  (George)  Works: 

Vol.  I.  contains  the  Plays  complete, 
including  the  doubtful  ones.  Vol.  II., 
the  Poems  and  Minor  Translations, 
with  an  Introductory  Essay  by  Alger- 
non Charles  Swinburne.  Vol.  III., 
the  Translations  of  the  Iliad  and  Odys- 
sey. Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  18s. ;  or  separately,  6s.  each. 

Chatto  &  Jackson.— ATreatise 
on  Wood  Engraving,  Historical  and 
Practical.  By  Wm.  Andrew  Chatto 
and  John  Jackson.  With  an  Addi- 
tional Chapter  by  Henry  G.  Bohn  ; 
and  450  fine  Illustrations.  A  Reprint 
of  the  last  Revised  Edition.  Large 
4to,  half-bound,  28a. 

Chaucer: 

Chaucer  for  Children:  A  Golden 
Key.  By  Mrs.  H.  R.  Haweis.  With 
Eight  Coloured  Pictures  and  nu- 
merous Woodcuts  by  the  Author. 
New  Ed.,  small  4to,  cloth  extra,  6g. 

Chaucer  for  Schools.  By  Mrs.  H.  R. 
Haweis.  Demy  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.6d. 

City  (The)  of  Dream  :  A  Poem. 

Fcap.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  [In  the  press. 

Clodd.—  Myths  and  Dreams. 

By  Edward  Clodd,  F.R.A.S.,  Author 
of  "The  Childhood  of  Religions,"  «tc. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

Cobban.— The  Cure  of  Souls  : 
A  Story.  By  J.  Maclaren  Cobban. 
Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Coleman.— Curly:    An    Actor's 

Story.  By  John  Coleman.  Illustrated 
by  J.  C.  Dollman.  Crown  8vo,  Is. ; 
cloth,  Is.  6d. 
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Collins  (Mortimer),  Novels  by  : 

Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  3a.  6d.  each ;  post 

8vo,  illustrated  boards,  28.  each, 

Sweet  Anne  Page. 

Transmigration. 

From  Midnight  to  Midnight. 


A  Fight  with  Fortune.  Post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Collins  (Mortimer  &  Frances), 

Novels  by : 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each ;  post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Blacksmith  and  Scholar. 
The  Village  Comedy. 
You  Play  Me  False. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Sweet  and  Twenty, 

Frances. 

Collins    (Wilkie),    Novels    by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Illustrated, 
3s.6d.  each ;  post  8vo,illustrated  bds„ 
2s.  each ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 

Antonlna.  Illust.  by  SirJoHNGiLBERT. 

Basil.  Illustrated  by  Sir  John  Gil- 
bert and  J.  Mahoney. 

Hide  and  Seek.  Illustrated  by  Sir 
John  Gilbert  and  J.  Mahoney. 

The  Dead  Secret.  Illustrated  by  Sir 
John  Gilbert. 

Queen  of  Hearts.  Illustrated  by  Sir 
John  Gilbert. 

My  Miscellanies.  With  a  Steel-plate 
Portrait  of  Wilkie  Collins. 

The  Woman  In  White.  With  Illus- 
trations by  Sir  John  Gilbert  and 

F.  A.  Fraser. 

The  Moonstone.    With  Illustrations 

by  G.  Du  MAURiERand  F.  A.  Fraser. 

Man  and  Wife.    Illust.  by  W.  Small. 

Poor    Miss    Finch.      Illustrated    by 

G.  Du  Maurier  and  Edward 
Hughejb. 

Miss  or  Mrs.  P    With  Illustrations  by 

S.  L.  Fildes  and  Henry  Woods. 
The  New  Magdalen.     Illustrated  by 

G.Du  Maurier  and  CS.Reinhardt. 
The    Frozen    Deep.      Illustrated    by 

G.  Du  Maurier  and  J.  Mahoney. 
The  Law  and  the  Lady.   Illustrated 

by  S.  L.  Fildes  and  Sydney  Hall. 
The  Two  Destinies. 
The  Haunted  Hotel.    Illustrated  by 

Arthur  Hopkins. 
The  Fallen  Leaves. 
Jezebel's  Daughter. 
The  Black  Robe. 
Heart  and  Science:  A  Story  oi  the 

Present  Time. 
"  I  Say  No." 


Collins  (C.  Allston).— The  Ban 
Sinister:  A  Story.  By  C.  Allston 
Collins.  Post  8 vo,  illustrated  bds.,2s. 

Colman's   Humorous  Works: 

"  Broad  Grins,"  "  My  Nightgown  and 
Slippers,"  and  other  Humorous  Works, 
Prose  and  Poetical,  of  George  Col. 
man.  With  Life  by  G.B.BucKSTONB, 
and  Frontispiece  by  Hogarth.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  7s.  6d. 

Convalescent     Cookery :      A 

Family  Handbook.  By  Catherine 
Ryan.    Crown  8vo,  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

Conway  (Moncure  D.),  Works 
by: 
Demonology  and  Devil-Lore.  Two 
Vols.,  royal  8vo,  with  65  Illusts.,  281. 
A  Necklace  of  Stories.  Illustrated 
by  W.  J.  Hennessy,  Square  8v0| 
cloth  extra,  6s. 


Cook  (Dutton),  Works  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each. 
Hours   with   the   Players.    With  a 

Steel  Plate  Frontispiece. 
Nights  at  the  Play:  A  View  of  the 

English  Stage. 

Leo:  A  Novel.  Post  8vo,  illustrated 
boards,  2s. 

Paul  Foster's  Daughter,  crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  3s.  6a. ;  post  8vo,  illus- 
trated boards,  2s. 

Copyright. — A  Handbook  of 
English  and  Foreign  Copyright  In 
Literary  and  Dramatic  Works.    By 

Sidney  Jerrold,  of  the  ,  Middle 
Temple,  Esq.,  Barrister-at-Law.  Post 
8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Cornwall. — Popular  Romances 
of  the  West  of  England;   or,  The 

Drolls,  Traditions,  and  Superstitions 
'  of  Old  Cornwall.  Collected  and  Edited 
by  Robert  Hunt,  F.R.S.  New  and 
Revised  Edition,  with  Additions,  and 
Two  Steel-plate  Illustrations  by 
George  Cruikshans.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.     

Craddock.  —  T'.ie  Prophet  of 
the  Great  Smoky  Mountains.     By 

Charles  Egbert  Craddock.  Post 
8vo,  illust.  bds„  2s. ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d, 

Creasy — Memoirs  of  Eminent 

Etonians :  with  Notices  of  the  Early 
History  of  Eton  College.  By  Sir 
Edward  Creasy,  Author  of  "The 
n™™  ?ecisi,ve  Battles  of  the  World." 

Pomaits^s.^11  «*■■  &>  **  '» 
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Crulkshank  (George) : 

The  Comic  Almanack.  Complete  in 
Two  Series  :  The  First  from  1835 
to  1843;  the  Second  from  1844  to 
1853.  A  Gathering  of  the  Best 
Humour  of  Thackeray,  Hood,  May- 
hew,  Albert  Smith,  A'Beckett, 
Robert  Brough,  &c.  With  2,000 
Woodcuts  and  Steel  Engravings  by 
Cruikshank,  Hine,  Landells,  &c. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  two  very  thick 
volumes,  7s.  6d.  each. 

The  Life  of  George  Crulkshank.  By 
Blanchard  Terrold,  Author  of 
"The  Life  of  Napoleon  III.,"  &c. 
With  84  Illustrations.  New  and 
Cheaper  Edition,  enlarged,  with  Ad- 
ditional Plates,  and  a  very  carefully 

.  compiled  Bibliography.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Robinson  Crusoe.  A  beautiful  re- 
production of  Major's  Edition,  with 
37  Woodcuts  and  Two  Steel  Plates 
by  George  Cruikshank,  choicely 
printed.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
78. 6d. 

Cumming(C.  F.  Gordon),Works 
by: 

Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  8s.  6d.  each. 

In  the  Hebrides.  With  Autotype  Fac- 
simile and  numerous  full-page  Illus- 
trations. 

hi  the  Himalayas  and  on  the  Indian 
Plains.  With  numerous  Illustra- 
tions.      

Via  Cornwall  to  Egypt.  With  a 
Photogravure  Frontispiece.  Demy 
Bvo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Cussans.— Handbook  of  Her- 
aldry; with  Instructions  for  Tracing 
Pedigrees  and  Deciphering  Ancient 
MSS.,  &c.  By.  John  E.  Cussans. 
Entirely  New  ana  Revised  Edition, 
illustrated  with  over  400  Woodcuts 
and  Coloured  Plates.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Cyples Hearts  of  Gold:    A 

Novel.  By  William  Cyples.  Crown 
Bvo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Daniel.—  Merrie  England  in 
the  Olden  Time.  By  George  Daniel. 
With  Illustrations  by  Robt.  Cruik- 
shank. Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

Daudet. — Port  Salvation ;  or, 
The  Evangelist.  By  Alphonse 
Daudet.  Translated  by  C.  Harry 
Heltzer.  With  Portrait  of  the 
Author.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
3a.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2s. 


Davenant What    shall    my 

Son  be  P  Hints  for  Parents  on  the 
Choice  of  a  Profession  or  Trade  for 
their  Sons.  By  Francis  Davenant, 
M.A.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Davies  (Dr.  N.  E.),  Works  by: 

Crown  8vo,  Is.  each ;  cloth  limp, 

Is.  6d.  each. 

One  Thousand  Medical  Maxims. 

Nursery  Hints:  A  Mother's  Guide. 

Aids  to  Long  Life.    Crown  8vo,  2s. ; 
cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Davies'    (Sir  John)  Complete 

Poetical  Works,  including  Psalms  I. 
to  L.  in  Verse,  and  other  hitherto  Un- 
published MSS.,  for  the  first  time 
Collected  and  Edited,  with  Memorial- 
Introduction  and  Notes,  by  the  Rev. 
A.  B.  Grosart,  D.D.  Two  Vols., 
crown  8vo,  cloth  boards,  12s. 

De  Maistre. — A  Journey  Round 
My  Room.  By  Xavier  de  Maistre. 
Translated  by  Henry  Attwell.  Post 
8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6cL 

De  Mille. — A  Castle  in  Spain: 

A  Novel.  By  James  De  Mille.  With 
a  Frontispiece.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 

Derwent  (Leith),  Novels  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each;  post 

8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Our  Lady  of  Tears. 

Circe's  Lovers. 


Dickens  (Charles),  Novels  by : 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Sketches  by  Boz.  I  Nicholas Nlckleby. 
Pickwick  Papers.  |  Oliver  Twist. 

The  Speeches  of  Charles  Dickens 
1841-1870.  With  a  New  Bibliography, 
revised  and  enlarged.  Edited  and 
Prefaced  by  Richard  Herne  Shep- 
herd. Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6S. — 
Also  a  Smaller  Edition,  in  the 
Mayfair  Library.  Post  8vo,  cloth 
limp,  2s.  6d. 

About  England  with  Dickens.  By 
Alfred  Rimmer.  With  57  Illustra- 
tions by  C.  A.  Vandkrhoof,  Alfred 
Rimmer,  and  others.  Sq.  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  10s.  6d. 

Dictionaries: 

A  Dictionary  of  Miracles:  Imitative, 

Realistic,    and    Dogmatic.     By    the 

Rev.  E.  C.  Brewer,  LL.D.    Crown 

Bvo,  cloth  exuv.  7s.6d.;hf.-bound,  9s. 
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Dictionaries,  continued — 
The  Reader's  Handbook  of  Allu- 
sions, References,  Plots,  and 
Stories.  By  the  Rev.  E.  C.  Brewer, 
LL.D.  Fifth  Edition,  revised 
throughout,  with  a  New  Appendix, 
containing  a  Complete  English  Bib- 
liography. Crown  8vo,  1,400  pages, 
cloth  extra,  7*.  6d. 

Authors  and  their  Works,  with  the 
Dates.  Being  the  Appendices  to 
"The  Readers  Handbook,"  sepa- 
rately printed.  By  the  Rev.  Dr. 
Brewer.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 
Familiar  Allusions:  A  Handbook 
of  Miscellaneous  Information ;  in- 
cluding the  Names  of  Celebrated 
Statues,  Paintings,  Palaces,  Country 
Seats,  Ruins,  Churches,  Ships, 
Streets,  Clubs,  Natural  Curiosities, 
and  the  like.  By  W11.  A:  Wheeler 
and  Charles  G.  Wheeler.  Demy 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  78.  6d. 

Short  Sayings  of  Great  Men.  With 
Historical  and  Explanatory  Notes. 
By  Samuel  A.  Bent,  M.A.  Demy 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

A  Dictionary  of  the  Drama:  Being 
a  comprehensive  Guide  to  the  Plays, 
Playwrights.Players,  and  Playhouses 
of  the  United  Kingdom  and  America, 
from  the  Earliest  to  the  Present 
Times.  By  W.  Davenport  Adams, 
A  thick  volume,  crown  8vo,  half- 
bound,  12s.  8d.  [In  preparation. 

The  Slang  Dictionary:  Etymological, 
Historical,  and  Anecdotal.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  6d. 

Women  of  the  Day:  A  Biographical 
Dictionary.  By  Frances  Hays.  Cr, 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Words,  Facts,  and  Phrases :  A  Dic- 
tionary of  Curious,  Quaint,  and  Out- 
of-the-Way  Matters.  By  Eliezer 
Edwards.  New  and  Cheaper  Issue, 
Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  78.  6d. ;  hf.-bd.,  9g. 

Diderot.— The  Paradox  of  Act- 
ing. Translated,  with  Annotations, 
from  Diderot's  "Le  Paradoxe  sur  le 
Comedien,"  by  Walter  Herries 
Pollock.  With  a  Preface  by  Henry 
Irving.    Cr.  8vo,  in  parchment, 4s.  6d, 

Dobson  (W.  T.),  Works  by  : 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 

Literary  Frivolities,  Fancies,  Follies, 
and  Frolics. 

Poetical  Ingenuities  and  Eccentri- 
cities.  

Doran Memories    of    our 

Great  Towns ;  with  Anecdotic  Glean- 
ings concerning  their  Worthies  and 
their  Oddities.  By  Dr.  John  Doran, 
F.S.A.  With  38  Illustrations.  New 
and  Cheaper  Ed.,  cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  7i.  6d- 


Drama,  A  Dictionary  of  the. 

Being  a  comprehensive  Guide  to  the 
Plays,  Playwrights,  Playeri  and  Play, 
houses  of  the  United  Kingdom  and 
America,  from  the  Earliest  to  the  Pru- 
sent  Times.  By  W.  Davenport 
Adams.  (Uniform  with  Brewer's 
"  Reader's  Handbook.")  Crown  8vc, 
half-bound,  12s.  6d.      [In  preparation. 

Dramatists,  The  Old.  Cr.  8vo, 
cl.  ex.,  Vignette  Portraits,  6s.  per  Vol. 

Ben  Jonson's  Works.  With  Notes 
Critical  and  Explanatory,  and  a  Bio- 
graphical Memoir  by  Wm.  Gifford. 
Edit,  by  Col.  Cunningham.    3  Vols. 

Chapman's  Works.  Complete  in 
Three  Vols.  Vol.  I.  contains  the 
Plays  complete,  including  doubtful 
ones;  Vol.  II.,  Poems  and  Minor 
Translations,  with  Introductory  Essay 
by  A.  C.Swinburne;  Vol.III.,Trans- 
lations  of  the  Iliad  and  Odyssey. 

Marlowe's  Works.  Including  his 
Translations.  Edited,  with  Notes 
and  Introduction,  by  Col.  Cunning- 
ham.   One  Vol. 

Masslnger's  Plays.  From  the  Text  of 
William  Gifford.  Edited  by  Col. 
Cunningham.    One  Vol. 

Dyer — The     Folk -Lore     of 

Plants.  By  Rev.  T.  F.  Thiselton 
Dyer,  M.A.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
78.  6d.  [In  preparation. 

Early  English  Poets.    Edited, 

with  Introductions  and  Annotations, 
by  Rev.  A.  B.Grosart,  D.D.  Crowa 
8vo,  cloth  boards,  6s.  per  Volume. 

Fletcher's  (Giles,  B.D.)  Complete 
Poems.     One  Vol. 

Davles'  (Sir  John)  Complete 
Poetical  Works.    Two  Vols. 

Herrlck's  (Robert)  Complete  Col- 
lected Poems.    Three  Vols. 

Sidney's  (Sir  Philip)  Complete 
Poetical  Works.    Three  Vols. 

Herbert  (Lord)  of  Cherbury's  Poems. 
Edited,  with  Introduction,  by  J. 
Churton  Collins.  Crown  8vo, 
parchment,  8s. 

Edwardes(Mrs.A.),  Novels  by: 
A  Point  of  Honour.    Post  8vo,  illus- 
trated boards,  28. 
Archie  Lovell.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illnst.  bds„  2s. 

Eggleston.— Roxy:  A  Novel.  By 
boDaTds^GGLMI'0''•   Post  8tM'S»*. 
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Emanuel — On  Diamonds  and 

Precious  Stones:  their  History  .Value, 
and  Properties ;  with  Simple  Tests  for 
ascertaining  their  Reality.  By  Harry 
Emanuel,  F.R.G.S.  With  numerous 
Illustrations,  tinted  and  plain.  Crown 
Bvo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  6s. 

Englishman's  House,  The:  A 

Practical  Guide  to  all  interested  in 
Selecting  or  Building  a  House,  with 
'  fall  Estimates  of  Cost,  Quantities,  &c. 
By  C.  J.  Richardson.  Third  Edition. 
Nearly 600 Illusts.  Cr. 8vo,cl. ez.,7s.6d. 

English  Merchants:  Memoirs 
in  Illustration  of  the  Progress  of  British 
Commerce.  By  H.  R.  Fox  Bourne. 
With  Illusts.  New  and  Cheaper  Edit, 
revised.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6(L 

Ewald  (Alex.  Charles,  F.S.A.), 
Works  by: 

The  Life  and  Times  of  Prince 
Charles  Stuart,  Count  of  Albany, 
commonly  called  the  Young  Pre- 
tender. From  the  State  Papers  and 
other  Sources.  New  and  Cheaper 
Edition,  with  a  Portrait,  crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Stories  from  the  State  Papers. 
With  an  Autotype  Facsimile.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Studies  Re-stud  led:  Historical 
Sketches  from  Original  Sources. 
Demy  8vo  cloth  extra,  12s. 

Eyes,  The — How  to  Use  our 

Eyes,  and  How  to  Preserve  Them.  By 
John  Browning,  F.R.A.S.,  &c.  With 
52  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo  Is.:  cloth, 
Is.  64. 

Fairholt.— Tobacco :  Its  His- 
tory  and  Associations;  with  an  Ac- 
count of  the  Plant  and  its  Manu- 
facture, and  its  Modes  of  Use  in  all 
Ages  and  Countries.  By  F  W.  Fair- 
holt,  F.S.A.  With  upwards  of  100 
Illustrations  by  the  Author.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Familiar  Allusions:  A  Hand- 
book of  Miscellaneous  Information; 
including  the  Names  of  Celebrated 
Statues,  Paintings,  Palaces,  Country 
Seats,  Ruins,  Churches,  Ships,  Streets, 
Clubs,  Natural  Curiosities,  and  the 
like.  By  William  A.  Wheeler, 
Author  of  "  Noted  Names  of  Fiction  ;  " 
and  Charles  G.  Wheeler.  Demy 
Bvo.  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 


Faraday  (Michael),  Works  by: 

Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  4s.  6d.  each. 
The  Chemical  History  of  a  Candle : 

Lectures  delivered  before  a  Juvenile 

Audience  at  the  Royal  Institution. 

Edited  by  William  Crookes,  F.C.S. 

With  numerous  Illustrations. 
On  the  Various  Forces  of  Nature, 

and  their  Relations  to  each  other : 

Lectures  delivered  before  a  Juvenile 

Audience  at  the  Royal  Institution. 

Edited  by  William  Crookes,  F.C.S. 

With  numerous  Illustrations. 

Farrer.  —  Military  Manners 
and  Customs.  By  J.  A.  Farrer, 
Author  of  "Primitive  Manners  and 
Customs,"  Ac.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Fin-Bec  — The  Cupboard 
Papers:  Observations  on  the  Art  of 
Living  and  Dining.  By  Fin-Bec.  Post 
8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Fitzgerald  (Percy),  Works  by : 

The  Recreations  of  a  Literary  Man; 
or,  Does  Writing  Pay?  With  Re- 
collections of  some  Literary  Men, 
and  a  View  of  a  Literary  Man's 
Working  Life.  Cr.  8  vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

The  World  Behind  the  Scenes. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

Little  Essays:  Passages  from  the 
Letters  of  Charles  Lamb.  Post 
8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Bella  Donna.  |    Never  Forgotten 
The  Second  Mrs.  Tillotson. 
Polly. 

Seventy-five  Brooke  Street. 
The  Lady  of  Brantome. 

Fletcher's  (Giles,  B.D.)  Com- 
plete  Poems :  Christ's  Victorie  in 
Heaven,  Christ's  Victorie  on  Earth, 
Christ's  Triumph  over  Death,  and 
Minor  Poems.  With  Memorial-Intro- 
duction and  Notes  by  the  Rev.  A.  B. 
Grosart,  P.P.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  bds.,6s. 

Fonblanque.— Filthy  Lucre  :  A 

Novel.    By  Albany  de  Fonblanque. 
Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Francillon  (R.  E.),  Novels  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each ; 

post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2s.  each. 
Olympla.  I    Queen  Cophetua. 

One  by  One.      |   A  Real  Queen. 

Esther's  Glove.    Fcap.  8vo,  Is. 

French  Literature,  History  of. 

By  Henry  Van  Lauh.     Complete  in 
i  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cl.  bds.,  7s.  6d.  each. 
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Frere.— Pandurang   Hari  ;    or,    ! 

Memoirs  of  a  Hindoo.  With  a  Preface 
by  Sir  H.  Bartle  Frere,  G.C.S.I.,  &c. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Frlswell One  of  Two:  A  Novel. 

By  Hain  Friswell.  Post  8vo,  illus- 
trated boards,  2s. 

Frost  (Thomas),  Works  by : 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 
Circus  Life  and  Circus  Celebrities. 
The  Lives  of  the  Conjurers. 
The    Old    Showmen    and    the   Old 
London  Fairs. 

Fry's  (Herbert)  Royal  Guide 
to  the  London  Charities,  1886-7. 
Showing  their  Name,  Date  of  Founda- 
tion,Objects,Income,Officials,&c.  Pub- 
lished Annually.   Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

Gardening  Books: 

Post  8vo,  Is.  each ;  cl.  limp,  Is.  6d.  each. 

A  Year's  Work  In  Garden  and  Green- 
house :  Practical  Advice  to  Amateur 
Gardeners  as  to  the  Management  of 
the  Flower.Fruit,  and  Frame  Garden. 
By  George  Glenny. 

Our  Kitchen  Garden  :  The  Plants  we 
Grow,  and  How  we  Cook  Them. 
By  Tom  Jerrold. 

Household  Horticulture:  A  Gossip 
about  Flowers.  By  Tom  and  Jane 
Jerrold.    Illustrated. 

The  Garden  that  Paid  the  Rent. 
By  Tom  Jerrold. 


My  Garden  Wild,  and  What  I  Grew 
there.  By  F.  G.  Heath.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  5s. ;  gilt  edges,  6s. 

Garrett — The  Capel  Girls:  A 

Novel.  By  Edward  Garrett.  Cr.8vo 
cl.  ex.,  3s.  6d.  j  post  8vo,  illust.  bds„  2s. 

Gentleman's  Magazine  (The) 

for  1886.  One  Shilling  Monthly.  In 
addition  to  the  Articles  upon  subjects 
in  Literature,  Science,  and  Art  for 
which  this  Magazine  has  so  high  a 
reputation,  "  Science  Notes,"  by  W. 
Mattieu  Williams,  F.R.A.S.  and 
"Table  Talk,"  by  Sylvanus  Urban 
appear  monthly.  ' 

*#*  Now  ready,  the  Volume  for  July  to 

December,  1885,  cloth  extra,  price  8».6&.i 

Cases  for  binding,  2s.  each. 


German  Popular  Stories.  Col- 
lected by  the  Brothers  Grimm,  and 
Translated  by  Edgar  Taylor.  Edited, 
with  an  Introduction,  by  John  Ruskin. 
With  22  Illustrations  on  Steel  by 
George  Cruikshank.  Square  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  6s.  6d. ;  gilt  edges,  7s.6d. 

Gibbon  (Charles),  Novels  by : 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each, 


Robin  Gray. 

For  Lack  of  Gold. 

What     will      the 

World  Say? 
In  Honour  Bound. 
Queen      of      the 

Meadow. 


The  Braes  of  Yar- 
row. 

The  Flower  ef  the 
Forest.       tiem. 

A    Heart's    Prob- 

TheGoldenShaft. 

Of  High  Degree. 


Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2g.  each. 
For  the  King.   |  InPasturesGreen, 
The  Dead  Heart.  |   Fancy  Free. 
In  Love  and  War. 
By  Mead  and  Stream. 
Heart's  Delight.  [Preparing. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 
Loving  a  Dream. 
A  Hard  Knot. 

Gilbert  (William),  Novels  b'yi 
Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Dr.  Austin's  Guests. 
The  Wizard  of  the  Mountain. 
James  Duke,  Costermonger. 

Gilbert  (W.  8.),  Original  Plays 

by:  In  Two  Series,  each  complete  in 
itself,  price  2s.  6d.  each. 

The  First  Series  Contains— The 
Wicked  World— Pygmalion  and  Ga- 
latea —  Charity  —  The  Princess  —  The 
Palace  of  Truth— Trial  by  Jury. 

The  Second  Series  contains — Bro- 
ken Hearts — Engaged — Sweethearts— 
Gretchen — Dan'l  Druce— Tom  Cobb— 
H.M.S.  Pinafore— The  Sorcerer— The 
Pirates  of  Penzance. 


Eight  Original  Comic  Operas.  Writ- 
ten by  W.  S.  Gilbert.  Containing : 
The  Sorcerer— H.M.S.  "Pinafore" 
— The  Pirates  of  Penzance — Iolanthe 
—  Patience  —  Princess  Ida  —  The 
Mikado — Trial  by  Jury.  Demy  8vo, 
cloth  limp,  28.  6d. 

Glenny.— A  Year's  Work  In 
Garden  and  Greenhouse:  Practical 
Advice  to  Amateur  Gardeners. as  to 
the  Management  of  the  Flower,  Fruit, 
and  Frame  Garden.  By  George 
Glenny.     Post  8vo,  lg.;  clotji,  Is.  6d. 

Godwin — Lives  of  the  Necro- 

mancers.       By    William     Godwih 
Post  *vo,  cloth  limp,  2s,  ^ODW,» 
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Golden  Library,  The: 

Square  j6mo  (Tauchnitz  size),  cloth 
limp,  2s.  per  volume. 

Bayard  Taylor's  Diversions  of  the 
Echo  Club. 

Bennett's  (Dr.  W.  C.)  Ballad  History 
of  England. 

Bennett's  (Dr.)  Songs  for  Sailors. 

Byron's  Don  Juan. 

Godwin's  (William)  Lives  of  the 
Necromancers. 

Holmes's  Autocrat  of  the  Break- 
fast Table.    Introduction  by  Sala. 

Holmes's  Professor  at  the  Break- 
fast Table. 

Hood's  Whims  and  Oddities.  Com- 
plete.   All  the  original  Illustrations. 

jrvlng's  (Washington)  Tales  of  a 
Traveller. 

Irvlng's  (Washington)  Tales  of  the 
Alhambra. 

Jesse's  (Edward)  Scenes  and  Oc- 
cupations of  a  Country  Life. 

Lamb's  Essays  of  Ella.  Both  Series 
Complete  in  One  Vol. 

Leigh  Hunt's  Essays :  A  Tale  for  a 
Chimney  Corner,  and  other  Pieces. 
With  Portrait,  and  Introduction  by 
Edmund  Ollier. 

Mallory's  (Sir  Thomas)  Mort 
d'Arthur:  The  Stories  of  King 
Arthur  and  of  the  Knights  of  the 
Round  Table.  Edited  by  B.  Mont- 
gomerie  Ranking. 

Pascal's  Provincial  Letters.  A  New 
Translation,  with  Historical  Intro- 
duction and  Notes.byT.M'CRiE.D.D. 

Pope's  Poetical  Works.    Complete. 

Rochefoucauld's  Maxims  and  Moral 
Reflections.  With  Notes,  and  In- 
troductory Essay  by  Sainte-Beuve. 

St.  Pierre's  Paul  and  Virginia,  and 
The  Indian  Cottage.    Edited, with 

'   Life,  by  the  Rev.  E.  Clarke. 

Shelley's  Early  Poems,  and  Queen 
Mab.   With  Essay  by  Leigh  Hunt. 

Shelley's  Later  Poems:  Laon  and 
Cythna,  &c. 

Shelley's  Posthumous  Poems,  the 
Shelley  Papers,  &c. 

Shelley's  Prose  Works,  including  A 
Refutation  ot  Deism,  Zastrozzi,  St. 
Irvyne,  &c. 

Golden  Treasury  of  Thought, 
The:  An  Encyclopaedia  of  Quota- 
tions from  Writers  of  all  Times  and 
Countries.  Selected  and  Edited  by 
Theodore  Tailor.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
sjlt  and  gilt  edges,  71.  8d, 


Graham.  —   The    Professor's 

Wife :  A  Story.  By  Leonard  Graham. 
Fcap.  8vo,  picture  cover,  Is. 

Greeks  and  Romans,  The  Life 

of  the,  Described  from  Antique  Monu- 
ments. By  Ernst  Guhl  and  W. 
Koner.  Translated  from  the  Third 
German  Edition,  and  Edited  by  Dr. 
F.  Hueffer.  With  M5  Illustrations. 
New  and  Cheaper  Edition,  demy  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Greenwood  (James),Works  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3S.  6d.  each. 
The  Wilds  of  London. 
Low-Life  Deeps:   An  Account  of  the 
Strange  Fish  to  be  Found  There. 

Dick  Temple:    A  Novel.     Post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 


Guyot.— The  Earth  and  Man; 

or,  Physical  Geography  in  its  relation 
to  the  History  of  Mankind.  Ey 
Arnold  Guyot.  With  Additions  ty 
Professors  Agassiz,  Pierce,  and  Gray" 
12  Maps  and  Engravings  on  Steel, 
some  Coloured,  and  copious  Index. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  4g.  6d. 

Hair  (The):  Its  Treatment  in 
Health,  Weakness,  and  Disease. 
Translated  from  the  German  of  Dr.  J. 
Pincus.    Crown  8vo,  la.:  cloth,  is.  6d. 

Hake  (Dr.  Thomas   Gordon), 
Poems  by: 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each. 

New  Symbols. 
Legends  of  the  Morrow, 

The  Serpent  Play. 

Maiden   Eostasy.     Small  +to,  cloth 
extra,  8s. 


Hall.— Sketches  of  Irish  Cha- 
racter. By  Mrs.  S.  C  Hall.  With 
numerous  Illustrations  on  Steel  and 
Wood  by  Maclise,  Gilbert,  Harvey, 
and  G.  Cruikshank.  Medium  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  gilt,  78.  6d. 

Halliday.— Every-day  Papers. 

By    Andrew    Halliday.     Post   Bvq 
illustrated  boards,  2g. 

Handwriting,  The  Philosophy 

of  With  over  ioo  Facsimiles  and  Ex- 
planatory Text.  By  Don  Felix  dk 
Salamanca.  Post  8vo,  cl.  limp,  aUjji. 
Hanky- Pan  ky:  A  Collection  of 
Very  EasyTricks.Very  Difficult  Tricks, 
White  Magic,  Sleight  of  Hand,  Sc. 
Edited  by  W.  H.  Cremer.  With  aoo 
musts.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,4s.  60. 
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Hardy  (Lady  Duffus).  —  Paul 
Wynter's  Sacrifice:  A  Story.  By 
Lady  Duffus  Hardy.  Post  8vo,  Must. 
boards,  2s.  

Hardy  (Thomas). — Under*  the 
Greenwood  Tree.  By  Thomas  Hardy, 
Author  of  "  Far  from  the  Madding 
Crowd."  With  numerous  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  38.  6d. ;  post 
8vo.  illustrated  boards,  28, 

Harwood. — The    Tenth    Earl. 

By  J.  Berwick  Harwood.    Post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2a. 

Haweis  (Mrs.  H.  R.),  Works  by : 

The  Art  of  Dress.  With  numerous 
Illustrations.  Small  8vo,  illustrated 
cover,  Is. ;  cloth  limp,  Is.  6d. 

The  Art  of  Beauty.  New  and  Cheaper 
Edition.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
Coloured  Frontispiece  and  Illusts.6g. 

The  Art  of  Decoration.  *  Square  8vo, 
handsomely  bound  and  profusely 
Illustrated,  10s.  6d. 

Chaucer  for  Children:  A  Golden 
Key.  With  Eight  Coloured  Pictures 
and  numerous  Woodcuts.  New 
Edition,  small  4to,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Chaucer  for  Schools.  Demy  8vo, 
cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Haweis  (Rev.  H.  R.).— American 
Humorists.  Including  Washington 
Irving,  Oliver  Wendell  Holmes, 
Tames  Russell  Lowell,  Artemus 
Ward.Mark  Twain,  and  Bret  Harte. 
By  the  Rev.  H.  R.  Haweis.  M.A. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Hawthorne  (Julian),  Novels  by 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Garth.  i  Sebastian  Strome. 

Ellice  Quentln.  |  Dust. 
Prince  Saroni's  Wife. 
Fortune's  Fool.  |  Beatrix  Randolph. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 

Miss  Cadogna. 

Love — or  a  Name. 

Mrs.  Gainsborough's  Diamonds. 
Fcap.  8vo,  illustrated  cover.  Is. 

Hays.— Women  of  the  Day:  A 

Biographical  Dictionary  of  Notable 
Contemporaries.  By  Frances  Hays. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

Heath  (F.  G.).  —  My  Garden 
Wild,  and  What  I  Grew  There.  By 
Francis  George  Heath,  Author  of 
"  The  Fern  World,"  &c.  Crown  8vo, 
elotb  extra,  5s.  j  cj.  gilt,  gilt  edges,  8s. 


Helps  (Sir  Arthur),  Works  by . 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 
Animals  and  their  Masters. 
Social  Pressure. 

Ivan  de  Blron :  A  Novel.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.;  post  8vo,  illus- 
trated  boards,  28. 

Heptalogia    (The);     or,     The 

Seven  against  Sense.  A  Cap  with 
Seven  Bells.     Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Herbert.— The  Poems  of  Lord 
Herbert  of  Cherbury.  Edited,  with 
Introduction,  by  J.  Churton  Collins. 
Crown  8vo,  bound  in  parchment,  8s. 

Herrick's  (Robert)  Hesperides, 

Noble  Numbers,  and  Complete  Col- 
lected Poems.  With  Memorial-Intro- 
duction and  Notes  by  the  Rev.  A.  B. 
Grosart,  D.D.,  Steel  Portrait,  Index 
of  First  Lines,  and  Glossarial  Index, 
&c.  Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth,  18a. 

Hesse -Wartegg  (Chevalier 
Ernst  von),  Works  by : 

Tunis :  The  Land  and  the  People. 
With  22  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

The  New  South-West:  Travelling 
Sketches  from  Kansas,  New  Mexico, 
Arizona,  and  Northern  Mexico. 
With  ioo  fine  Illustrations  and  Three 
Maps.  Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
14s.  [In  preparation. 

Hindley  (Charles),  Works  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 

Tavern  Anecdotes  and  Sayings :  In- 
cluding the  Origin  of  Signs,  and 
Reminiscences  connected  with 
Taverns,  Coffee  Houses,  Clubs,  &c. 
With  Illustrations. 

Th«  Life  and  Adventures  of  a  Cheap 
Jack.  By  One  of  the  Fraternity. 
Edited  by  Charles  Hindley. 

Hoey — The    Lover's     Creed. 

By  Mrs.  Cashel  Hoey.  With  Frontis- 
piece by  P.  Macnab.  New  and  Cheaper 
Edit.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d  • 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2g.  ' 

Holmes  (O.Wendell),  Works  by: 
The    Autocrat    of   the    Breakfast- 
Table.    Illustrated    by   I     GorSoI 

2sH6dS°A-n  t£°%P*  d°&  SEE 
Zs.  6d.— Another  Edition  in  smaller 
type,  with  an  Introduction  by  G  " 
Sala.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 
The    Professor  at    the    Breakfast- 
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Holmes.  —  The  Science  of 
Voice  Production  and  Voice  Preser- 
vation:  A  Popular  Manual  for  the 
Use  of  Speakers  and  Singers.  By 
Gordon  Holmes,  M.D.  With  Illus- 
trations. Crown  8vo,  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

Hood  (Thomas): 

Hood's  Choice  Works,  in  Prose  and 
Verse.  Including  the  Cream  of  the 
Comic  Annuals.  With  Life  of  the 
Author,  Portrait,  and  200  Illustra- 
tions. Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Hood's  Whims  and  Oddities.  Com- 
plete. With  all  the  original  Illus- 
trations.   Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

Hood  (Tom),  Works  by: 

From  Nowhere  to  the  North  Pole: 

A  Noah's  Arkaeological  Narrative. 
With  25  Illustrations  by  W.  Brun- 
ton  and  E.  C  Barnes.  Square 
crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  6s. 
A  Golden  Heart:  A  Novel.  Post8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s, 

Hook's  (Theodore)  Choice  Hu. 

morous  Works,  including  his  Ludi- 
crous Adventures,Bons  Mots,  Puns  and 
Hoaxes.  With  a  New  Life  of  the 
Author,  Portraits,  Facsimiles,  and 
Ulusts.     Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  gilt,  7s.  6d. 

Hooper. — The  House  of  Raby  : 

A  Novel.  By  Mrs.  George  Hooper. 
Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Hopkins—"  'Twixt  Love  and 
Duty:"  A  Novel.  By  Tighe  Hopkins. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Horne Orion  :  An  Epic  Poem, 

in  Three  Books.  By  Richard  Hen- 
gist  Horne.  With  Photographic 
Portrait  from  a  Medallion  by  Sum- 
mers. Tenth  Edition,  crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s. 

Howell.— Conflicts  of  Capital 

and  Labour,  Historically  and  Eco- 
nomically considered :  Being  a  His- 
tory and  Review  of  the  Trade  Unions 
ot  Great  Britain.  By  Geo.  Howell 
M.P.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Hugo.  —  The  Hunchback  of 
Notre  Dame.  By  Victor  Hugo. 
Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Hunt. — Essays  by  Leigh  Hunt. 

A  Tale  for  a  Chimney  Corner,  and 
other  Pieces.  With  Portrait  and  In- 
troduction by  Edmund  Ollieb.  Pest 
Cvo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 


Hunt  (Mrs.  Alfred),  Novels  by: 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Thornlcroft's  Model. 
The  Leaden  Casket. 
Self-Condemned 

Indoor  Paupers.     By  One  of 
Them.    Crown  8vo,  it. ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

Ingelow.— Fated  to  be  Free :  A 

Novel.  By  Jean  Ingelow.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  Ss.  6d.;  post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Irish  Wit  and  Humour,  Songs 

of.  Collected  and  Edited  by  A.  Per- 
ceval Graves.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp, 
2s.  6d.  F' 

Irving  (Washington), Works  by: 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  each. 
Tales  of  a  Traveller. 
Tales  of  the  Alhambra. 

Janvier. — Practical  Keramics 
for  Students.  By  Catherine  A. 
Janvier.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Jay  (Harriett),  Novels  by: 

The  Dark  Colleen.  Post  8vo,  illus- 
trated boards,  2s. 

The  Queen  of  Connaught.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.;  post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Jefferies  (Richard),  Works  by: 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Gs.  each. 
Nature  near  London. 
The  Life  of  the  Fields. 
The  Open  Air. 


Jennings  (H.  J.),  Works  by: 
Curiosities  of  Criticism.    Post  8vo, 

cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 
Lord      Tennyson:     A   Biographical 
Sketch.     With   a   Photograph-Por- 
trait.   Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Jennings      (Hargrave).  —  The 

Rosicruclans:  Their  Rites  and  Mys- 
teries. With  Chapters  on  the  Ancient 
Fire  and  Serpent  Worshippers.  Br 
Hargrave  Jennings.  With  Five  tall- 
page  Plates  and  upwards  of  300  Illus- 
trations. A  New  Edition,  crown  8«0i 
doth  extra,  7s.  6d, 
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Jeppold  (Tom),  Works  by: 
Post  8vo,  Is.  each ;  cloth,  Is.  6d.  each. 
The  Garden  that   Paid  the   Rent. 
Household  Horticulture:  A  Gossip 

about  Flowers.    Illustrated. 
Our    Kitchen   Garden:   The  Plants 

we  Grow,  and  How  we  Cook  Them. 

Jesse. — Scenes  and  Occupa- 
tions of  a  Country  Life.  By  Edward 
Jesse.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

Jeux  d'Esppit.  Collected  and 
Edited  by  Henry  S.  Leigh.  Post  8vo, 
cloth  limp,  28.  6d. 

Jones  (Wm,  F.S.A.),  Wopks  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7g.  6d.  each. 

Flnger-RIng  Lore:  Historical,  Le- 
gendary, and  Anecdotal.  With  over 
Two  Hundred  Illustrations. 

Credulities,  Past  and  Present;  in- 
cluding the  Sea  and  Seamen,  Miners, 
Talismans, Word  and  Letter  Divina- 
tion, Exorcising  and  Blessing  of 
Animals,  Birds,  Eggs,  Luck,  &c. 
With  an  Etched  Frontispiece. 

Crowns  and  Coronations:  A  History 
of  Regalia  in  all  Times  and  Coun- 
tries. With  One  Hundred  Illus- 
trations. 

Jonson's  (Ben)  Wopks.  With 
Notes  Critical  and  Explanatory,  and 
a  Biographical  Memoir  by  William 
Gifford.  Edited  by  Colonel  Cun- 
ningham. Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  188  ;  or  separately,  6s.  each. 

Josephu8,TheCompleteWopk8 

of.  Translated  by  Whiston.  Con- 
taining both  "  The  Antiquities  of  the 
Jews  "  and  "  The  Wars  of  the  Jews." 
Two  Vols.,  8vo,  with  52  Illustrations 
and  Maps,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  14s. 

Kempt.— Pencil    and   Palette: 

Chapters  on  Art  and  Artists.  By  Robert 
Kempt.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2g.  6d. 

Kingsley  (Henpy),  Novels  by: 

Oakshott  Castle.  Post  8vo,  illus- 
trated boards,  2s. 

Number  Seventeen.  Crown  8vo  cloth 
extra,  3s.  6d.;  post  8vo,  illustrated 
boards,  28. 

Knight.— The  Patient's  Vade 
Mecum :  How  to  get  most  Benefit 
from  Medical  Advice.  By  William 
Knight,  M.R.C.S.,  and  Edward 
Knight,  L.R.C.P.  Crown  8vo,  It. : 
Cloth,  Is.  64. 


Lamb  (Chaples): 

Lamb's  Complete  Works,  in  Prose 
and  Verse,  reprinted  from  the  Ori- 
ginal Editions,  with  many  Pieces 
hitherto  unpublished.  Edited,  with 
Notes  and  Introduction,  by  R.  H. 
Shepherd.  With  Two  Portraits  and 
Facsimile  of  Page  of  the  "  Essay  on 
Roast  Pig."  Cr.  8  vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d 

The  Essays  of  Ella.  Complete  Edi- 
tion.   Post  8vp,  cloth  extra,  2s. 

Poetry  for  Children,  and  Prince 
Dorus.  By  Charles  Lamb.  Care- 
fully reprinted  from  unique  copies. 
Small  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

Little  Essays :  Sketches  and  Charac- 
ters. By  Charles  Lamb.  Selected 
from  his  Letters  by  Percy  Fitz- 
gerald.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Lane's  Arabian  Nights,  &c. : 
The  Thousand  and  One  Nights: 
commonly  called,  in  England,  "  The 
Arabian  Nights'  Entertain- 
ments." A  New  Translation  from 
the  Arabic,  with  copious  Notes,  by 
Edward  William  Lane.  Illustrated 
by  many  hundred  Engravings  on 
Wood,  from  Original  Designs  by 
Wm.  Harvey.  A  New  Edition,  from 
a  Copy  annotated  by  the  Translator, 
edited  by  his  Nephew,  Edward 
Stanley  Poole.  With  a  Preface  by 
Stanley  Lane-Poole.  Three  Vols., 
demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  each. 
Arabian  Society  in  the  Middle  Ages: 
Studies  from  "  The  Thousand  and 
One  Nights."  By  Edward  William 
Lane,  Author  of  "The  Modern 
Egyptians,"  &c.  Edited  by  Stanley 
Lan  e-Poole.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra.  6s. 

Lares  and   Penates;   or,  The 

Background  of   Life.    By  Florence 
Caddy.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Larwood  (Jacob),  Works  by : 

The  Story  of  the  London  Parks. 
With  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  3s.  6d. 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 
Forensic  Anecdotes. 
Theatrical  Anecdotes. 

Life  in  London  ;  or,  The  History 
of  Jerry  Hawthorn  and  Corinthian 
Tom.  With  the  whole  of  Cruik- 
shank's  Illustrations,  inCalours,  after 
the  Originals.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra, 
78.  6d. 

Linton  (E.  Lynn),  Works  by : 
Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 
Witch  Stories. 

The  True  Story  of  Joshua  Davidson. 
Ourselves:  Essay*  on  Women. 
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Linton  (E.  Lynn),  continued- 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each ;  post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  23.  each. 

Patricia  Kemball. 

The  Atonement  of  Learn  Duniaa 

The  World  Well  Lost. 

Under  which  Lord  ? 

With  a  Silken  Thread. 

The  Rebel  of  the  Family. 

"  My  Love  I  "         |      lone. 

Locks  and  Keys. — On  the  De- 
velopment and  Distribution  of  Primi- 

ti  ve  Locks  and  Keys.     By  Lieut.-Gen. 

Pitt-Rivers,  F.R.S.    With  numerous 

usts.  Demy  4to,  half  Roxburghe,  16s. 

Longfellow: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  each. 

Longfellow's  Complete  Prose  Works. 
Including  "  Outre  Mer,"  "  Hyper- 
ion," "Kavanagh,"  "The  Poets  and 
Poetry  of  Europe,"  and  "Driftwood." 
With  Portrait  and  Illustrations  by 
Valentine  Bromley. 

Longfellow's  Poetical  Works.  Care- 
fully Reprinted  from  the  Original 
Editions.  With  numerous  fine  Illus- 
trations on  Steel  and  Wood. 


Long  Life,  Aids  to:  A  Medical, 
Dietetic,  and  General  Guide  in 
Health  and  Disease.  By  N.  E. 
Davies,  L.R.C.P.  Crown  8vo,  2s. ; 
cloth  limp,  2b.  6d. 

Lucy. — Gideon  Fleyce:  A  Novel. 
By  Henry  W.  Lucy.  Crown  8vo, 
cl.ez.,  3s.  6d.;  post  8vo,illust.  bds.,  2s. 


Lusiad     (The)    of    Camoens. 

Translated  into  English  Spenserian 
Verse  by  Robert  Ffrench  Duff. 
Demy  8vo,  with  Fourteen  full-page 
Plates,  cloth  boards,  18s. 

McCarthy  (Justin,  M.P.),Works 

by: 
A  History  of  Our  Own  Times,  from 

the  Accession  of  Queen  Victoria  to 

the  General  Election  of  1880.    Four 

Vols,  demy  8vo,  cloth    extra,  12s. 

each. — Also  a  Popular  Edition,  in 

Four  Vols.  cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  6s.  each. 
A  Short  History  of  Our  Own  Times. 

One  Vol.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 
History  of  the  Four  Georges.    Four 

Vols,    demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,   12s. 

each.  [Vol.  I.  now  ready. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each ; 

post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Dear  Lady  Dtedaln. 
Th«  Waterdale  Neighbour*. 


McCarthy  (Justin),  continued— 

My  Enemy's  Daughter. 

A  Fair  Saxon.  Miss  Misanthrope. 

Llnley  Rochford.    Donna  Quixote. 

The  Comet  of  a  Season. 

Maid  of  Athens. 

Camlola:  A  Girl  with  a  Fortune. 
New  and  Cheaper  Edition,  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

"The  Right  Honourable:'  A  Ro- 
mance of  Society  and  Politics.  By 
Justin  McCarthy,  M.P.,  t.nd  Mrs. 
Campbell  -  Praed.  Thrt  e  Vols., 
crown  8vo. 

McCarthy    (Justin    H.,    M.P.), 

Works  by: 
An  Outline  of  the  History  of  Ireland, 

from  the  Earliest  Times  to  the  Pre- 
sent Day.    Cr.  8vo,  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

A  History  of  Ireland  from  the  Union 
to  the  Introduction  of  Mr.  Glad- 
stone's Bill.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
6s.  [In  the  press. 

England  under  Gladstone,  1880-85. 
Second  Edition,  revised  and  brought 
down  to  the  Fall  of  the  Gladstone 
Administration.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  6s. 

Doom  !  An  Atlantic  Episode.  Crown 
8vo,  Is. ;  cloth,  13.  6d. 

Our  Sensation  Novel.  Edited  by 
Justin  H.  McCarthy.  Crown  8vo, 
Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

Haflz  In  London.  Choicely  printed. 
Small  8vo,  gold  cloth,  38.  6d. 

MacDonald     (George,     LL.D.), 
Works  by : 
The  Princess  and  Curdle.    With  n 

Illustrations  by  James  Allen.  Small 
crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 
Gutta-Percha  Willie,  the  Working 
Genius.  With  9  Illustrations  by 
Arthur  Hughes.  Square  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  3s.  6d. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each ;  post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Paul  Faber,  Surgeon.  With  a  Fron- 
tispiece by  J.  E.  M'illais. 

Thomas  Wlngfold,  Curate.  With  a 
Frontispiece   by  C.  J-  Staniland. 

Macdonel I.— Quaker  Cousins: 

A  Novel.  By  Agnes  Macdonell. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Macgregor.  —  Pastimes  and 
Players.  Notes  on  Popular  Games. 
By  Robert  Macgregor.  Post  8vo, 
cleth  limp,  2«.  6d. 
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Maclise  Portrait-Gallery  (The) 
of  Illustrious  Literary  Characters; 
with  Memoirs — Biographical,  Critical, 
Bibliographical,  and  Anecdotal — illus- 
trative of  the  Literature  of  the  former 
half  of  the  Present  Century.  By 
William  Bates,  B.A.  With  83  Por- 
traits printed  on  an  India  Tint.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Mackay. — Interludes  and  Un- 
dertones: or,  Music  at  Twilight.  By 
Charles  Mackay,  LL.D.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  63. 

Macquoid  (Mrs.),  Works  by: 

Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  10s.  6d.  each. 

In  the  Ardennes.  With  50  fine  Illus- 
trations by  Thomas  R.  Macquoid. 

Pictures  and  Legends  from  Nor 
mandy  and  Brittany.  With  numer- 
ous Illustrations  by  Thomas  R. 
Macquoid. 

About  Yorkshire.  With  67  Illustra- 
tions by  T.  R.  Macquoid. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d  each. 

Through  Normandy.  With  90  Illus- 
trations byT.  R.  Macquoid. 

Through  Brittany.  With  numerous 
Illustrations    by  T.   R.   Macquoid. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
The  Evil  Eye,  and  other  Stories. 
Lost  Rose. 

Magician's  Own   Book  (The): 

Performances  with  Cups  and  Balls, 
Eggs,  Hats,  Handkerchiefs,  &c.  All 
from  actual  Experience.  Edited  by 
W.  H.  Cremer.  With  200  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  4s.  6d. 

Magic   Lantern   (The),  and  its 

Management:  including  full  Prac- 
tical Directions  for  producing  the 
Limelight,  making  Oxygen  Gas,  and 
preparing  Lantern  Slides.  By  T.  C. 
Hepworth.  With  10  Illustrations 
Crown  8vo,  lg.  ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

Magna  Charta.  An  exact  Fac- 
simile of  the  Original  in  the  British 
Museum,  printed  on  fine  plate  paper. 
3  feet  by  2  feet,  with  Arms  and  Seals 
emblazoned  in  Gold  and  Colours.    5s. 

Mallock  (W.H.),  Works  by: 

The  New  Republic;  or, Culture,  Faith 
and  Philosophy  in  an  English  Country 
House.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. ; 
Cheap  Edition,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

The  New  Paul  and  Virginia;  or,  Posi- 
tivism on  an  Island.  Post  8vo,  cloth 
limp,  2s.  Gd. 

Poems.    Small  4to,  in  parchment,  8s 

Is  Life  worth  Living?  Crown  Svo, 
cloth  extra,  Gi. 


Mallory's  (Sir  Thomas)  Mort 

d'Arthur :  The  Stories  of  King  Arthur 
and  of  the  Knights  of  the  Round  Table. 
Edited  by  B.  Montgomerie  Ranking. 
Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

Marryat  (Florence),  Novels  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each ; 
post  ovo,  illustrated  boards,  2s  each. 
Open !  Sesame  I 
Written  in  Fire 


Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  28.  each. 
A  Harvest  of  Wild  Oats. 
A  Little  Stepson. 
Fighting  the  Air. 

Masterman. — Half    a    Dozen 

Daughters:  A  Novel.  By  J.  Master- 
man.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Marlowe's    Works.      Including 

his  Translations.  Edited,  with  Notes 
and  Introductions,  by  Col.  Cun- 
ningham.   Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Mark  Twain,  Works  by: 

The  Choice  Works  of  Mark  Twain. 
Revised  and  Corrected  throughout  by 
the  Author.  With  Life,  Portrait,  and 
numerous  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6cL 

The  Innocents  Abroad ;  or,  The  New 
Pilgrim's  Progress :  Being  some  Ac 
count  of  the  Steamship  "  Quaker 
City's "  Pleasure  Excursion  to 
Europe  and  the  Holy  Land.  With 
234  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  7s.  6d.— Cheap  Edition  (under 
the  title  of"  Mark  Twain's  Pleasure 
Trip  "),post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2s. 

Roughing  It,  and  The  Innocents  at 
Home.  With  200  Illustrations  by 
F.  A.  Fraser.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  7s.  6d. 

The  Gilded  Age.  By  Mark  Twain 
and  Charles  Dudley  Warner. 
With  212  Illustrations  by  T.  Coppin. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7S.  6d. 

The  Adventures  of  Tom  Sawyer. 
With  rn  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.— Cheap  Edition, 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

An 1  Idle  Excursion, and  other  Sketches, 
Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

The  Prince  and  the  Pauper.  With 
nearly  200  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  u°™' 

A  Tramp  Abroad.  Witb.314  IHustra. 
'"?£■«£??  8v°'Cloth  "tta  7s  6d 
b"oardes,P2fd,t'°n' p0st  8v°.i"ustrated 

"■"Crownto"  clX',.ra'EhftBt'  ^ 
illustrated ^boards"'*?*  *•'  P°St  8v°- 


CHATTO  &■   WINDVS.  PICCADILLY. 


17 


Mark  Twain's  Works,  continued- 
Life  on  the  Mississippi.  With  about 
300  Original  Illustrations.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 
The  Adventures  of  Huckleberry 
Finn.  With  174  Illustrations  by 
E.  W.  Kemble.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  7s.  6d. 

Massinger's  Plays.  From  the 
Text  of  William  Gifford.  Edited 
by  Col.  Cunningham.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  68. 

Mayfair  Library,  The : 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  per  Volume. 

A  Journey  Round  My  Room.  By 
Xavier  be  Maistre.  Translated 
by  Henry  Attwell. 

Latter-Day  Lyrics.  Edited  by  W 
Davenport  Adams. 

Quips  and  Quiddities.  Selected  by 
W.  Davenport  Adams. 

The  Agony  Column  of  "The  Times," 
from  1800  to  1870.  Edited,  with  an 
Introduction,  by  Alice  Clay. 

Balzac's  "Comedle  Humalne"  and 
its  Author.  With  Translations  by 
H.  H.  Walker. 

Melancholy  Anatomised:  A  Popular 
Abridgment  of  "  Burton's  Anatomy 
of  Melancholy." 

Gastronomy  as  a  Fine  Art.  By 
Brillat-Savarin. 

The  Speeches  of  Charles  Dickens. 

Literary  Frivolities,  Fancies,  Foil  lea, 
and  Frolics.    By  W.  T.  Dobson. 

Poetical  Ingenuities  and  Eccentrici- 
ties. Selected  and  Edited  by  W.  T. 
Dobson. 

The  Cupboard  Papers.    By  Fin-Bec. 

Original  Plays  by  W.  S.  Gilbert. 
First  Series.  Containing:  The 
Wicked  World  —  Pygmalion  and 
Galatea—  Charity  —  The  Princess — 
The  Palace  of  Truth— Trial  by  Jury. 

brlglnal  Plays  by  W.  S.  Gilbert. 
Second  Series.  Containing :  Broken 
Hearts  —  Engaged —  Sweethearts — 
'  Gretchen— Dan'l  Druce — Tom  Cobb 
— H.M.S.  Pinafore  — The  Sorcerer 
—The  Pirates  of  Penzance. 

Songs  of  Irish  Wit  and  Humour. 
Collected  and  Edited  by  A.  Perceval 
Graves. 

Animals  and  their  Masters.  By  Sir 
Arthur  Helps. 

Social  Pressure.    By  Sir  A.  Helps. 

Curiosities  of  Criticism.   By  Henry 

J.  Jennings. 
The  Autocrat  of  the  Breakfast-Table. 
By  Oliver  Wendell  Holmes.      Il- 
lustrated by  J  Gordon  Thomson. 


Mayfair  Library,  continued— 
Pencil   and    Palette.      By   Robert 

Kempt. 
Little  Essays  :  Sketches  and  Charac- 
ters. By  Chas.  Lamb.  Selected  from 

his  Letters  by  Percy  Fitzgerald. 
Forensic  Anecdotes:  or,  Humour  and 

Curiosities  of  the  Law  and  Men  of 

Law.    By  Jacob  Laswood. 
Theatrical    Anecdotes.     By  Jacob 

Larwood. 
Jeux  d'Esprlt.    Edited  by  Henry  S. 

Leigh. 
True  History  of  Joshua  Davidson. 

By  E.  Lynn  Linton. 
Witch  Stories.    By  E.  Lynn  Linton. 
Ourselves:    Essays  on  Women.    By 

E.  Lynn  Linton. 
Pastimes  and  Players.    By  Robert 

Macgregor. 
The   New   Paul   and  Virginia.     By 

W.  H.  Mallock. 
New  Republic.    By  W.  H.  Mallock. 
Puck  on  Pegasus.  By  H.Cholmonde 

ley-Pennell. 
Pegasus  "Re-Saddled.     By  H.  Chol- 

mondeley-Pennell.   Illustrated  by 

George  Du  Maurier. 
Muses   of   Mayfair.     Edited  by    H. 

Cholmondeley-Pennell. 
Thoreau :    His  Life  and  Aims.     By 

H.  A.  Page. 
Punlana.  By  the  Hon.  Hugh  Rowley. 
More  Punlana.    By  the  Hon.  Hugh 

Rowley. 
The  Philosophy  of  Handwriting.  By 

Don  Felix  de  Salamanca. 
By  Stream  and  Sea.     By  William 

Senior.  , 

Old   Stories   Retold.     By  Walter 

Thornbury. 
Leaves  from  a  Naturalist's  Note- 
Book.    By  Dr.  Andrew  Wilson. 


Mayhew.— London  Characters 
and  the  Humorous  Side  of  London 
Life.  By  Henry  Mayhew.  With 
numerous  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

Medicine,  Family.— One  Thou. 

sand  Medical  Maxims  and  Surgical 
Hints,  for  Infancy,  Adult  Life,  Middle 
Age,  and  Old  Age.  By  N.  E.  Davies, 
L7R.C.P.  Lond.   Cr.  8vo,  Is. ;  cl.,  Is.  6d. 

Merry  Circle  (The) :  A  Book  of 

New  Intellectual  Games  and  Amuse- 
ments. By  Clara  Bb'-lew.  With 
numerous  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  4s.  6d. 
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Mexican    Mustang     (On     a), 

through  Texas,  from  the  Gulf  to  the 
Rio  Grande.  A  New  Book  of  Ameri- 
can Humour.  By  Alex.  E.  Sweet  and 
J.  Afmoy  Knox,  Editors  of  "  Texas 
Sittings."  With  265  Illusts.  Cr.  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  78.  6d. 

Middiemass  (Jean),  Novels  by: 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Touch  and  Go. 
Mr.  Por-illlon. 

Miller. —  Physiology    for    the 

Young;  or,  The  House  of  Life:  Hu- 
man Physiology,  with  its  application 
to  the  Preservation  of  Health.  For 
Classes  and  Popular  Reading.  With 
numerous  Illusts.  By  Mrs.  F.  Fenwick 
Mit.t.kr.    Small  8vo.  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d 

Milton  (J.  L.),  Works  by: 

Sm.  8vo,  Is.  each  ;  cloth  ex.,  Is.  6d.  each. 

The  Hygiene  of  the  Skin.  A  Concise 
Set  of  Rules  for  the  Management  of 
the  Skin ;  with  Directions  for  Diet, 
Wines,  Soaps,  Baths,  &c. 

The  Bath  In  Diseases  of  the  Skin. 

The  Laws  of  Life,  and  their  Relation 

to  Diseases  of  the  Skin. 

Molesworth    (Mrs.).— Hather- 

cour-t  Rectory.  By  Mrs.  Moles- 
worth,  Author  of  "The  Cuckoo 
Clock,"  &c.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
4s.  6d. , 

MoncriefT.  —  The  Abdication; 

or,  Time  Tries  All.  An  Historical 
Drama.  By  W.  D.  Scott-Moncrieff. 
With  Seven  Etchings  by  John  Pettie, 
R.A.,  W.  Q.  Orchardson,  R.A.,  J. 
MacWhirter,  A.R.A.,  Colin  Hunter, 
R.  Macbeth,  and  Tom  Graham.  Large 
4to,  bound  in  buckram,  21s. 

Murray  (D.  Christie),  Novels 
by.  Crown  8vo,cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s,  each, 
A  Life's  Atonement. 
A  Model  Father1. 
Joseph's  Coat. 
Coals  of  Fire. 
By  the  Gate  of  the  Sea. 
Val  Strange. 
Hearts. 

The  Way  of  the  World. 
A  Bit  of  Human  Nature. 

First  Person  Singular:  A  Novel. 
Cheap  Edition,  with  a  Frontispiece 
by  Arthur  Hopkins.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

North  Italian  Folk.  By  Mrs. 
Comyns  Carr.  Illustrated  by  Ran- 
dolph Caldecott.  Square  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  7i.  6d. 


Number  Nip  (Stories  about)i 

the  Spirit  of  the  Giant  Mountains. 
Retold  for  Children  by  Walter 
Grahame.  With  Illustrations  by  J 
Moyr  Smith.     Post  8vo,  cl.  extra,  fig. 

Nursery  Hints:  A  Mother's 
Guide  in  Health  and  Disease.  By  N. 
E.  Davies,  L.R.C.P.  Crown  8vo,  Is. ; 
cloth,  Is.  6d. 

O'Connor. — Lord  Beaconsfield 
A  Biography.  ByT.  P.O'Connor,  M.P, 
Sixth  Edition,  with  a  New  Preface, 
bringing  the  work  down  to  the  Death 
of  Lord  Beaconsfield.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

O'Hanlon.  —  The   Unforeseen: 

A  Novel.  By  Alice  O'Hanlon.  New 
and  Cheaper  Edition.  Post  8vo,  illus- 
trated boards,  2s. 

Oliphant  (Mrs.)  Novels  by: 

Whiteladies.  With  Illustrations  by 
Arthur  Hopkins  and  H.  Woods. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  4s.  6d.  each. 

The  Primrose  Path. 

The  Greatest  Heiress  In  England. 

O'Reilly. — Phoebe's   Fortunes: 

A  Novel.  With  Illustrations  by  Henry 
Tuck.  Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

O'Shaughnessy  (Arth.),  Works 

by: 
Songs  of  a  Worker.    Fcap.  8vo,  cloth 

extra,  7s.  6d. 
Music  and  Moonlight.     Fcap.  8vo, 

cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 
Lays  of  France.     Crown  8vo,  cloth 

extra,  10s.  6d. 

Ouida,  Novels  by.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  5s.  each ;  post  8vo,  illus- 
trated boards,  2s.  each. 


Held  In  Bondage. 

Strathmore. 

Chandos. 

Under  Two  Flags. 

Cecil     Castle- 

malne's  Gage. 
Idalla. 
Trlcotrln. 
Puck. 
Folio  Farlne. 

TwoLlttleWooden 
Shoes. 

A  Dog  of  Flanders. 
Pascarel. 


Slgna. 

In  a  Winter  City. 

Ariadne 

Friendship. 

Moths. 

Piplstrello. 

A    Village     Conv 

mune. 
Blmbl. 

In  Maremma 
Wanda. 
Frescoes. 

Princess   Naprax« 
Ine. 
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Ooida,  Novels  by,  continued. 
Othmar :    A  Novel.    Second  Edition. 
Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo. 

Wisdom,  Wit,  and  Pathos,  selected 
from  the  Works  of  Ouida  by  F. 
Sydney  Morris.  Small  crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  6a. 

Page  (H.  A.),  Works  by  : 

Thoreau :  His  Life  and  Aims :  A  Study. 
With  a  Portrait.  Post  8vo,  cloth 
limp,  2s.  6d.  * 

Lights  on  the  Way :  Some  Tales  with- 
in a  Tale.  By  the  late  J.  H.  Alex- 
ander, B.A.  Edited  by  H.  A.  Page. 
Crows  5vo,  cloth  extra,  63. 

Pascal's  Provincial  Letters.  A 

New  Translation,  with  Historical  In- 
troduction and  Notes,  by  T.  M'Crie, 
D.D.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

Patient's  (The)  Vade  Mecum : 

How  to  get  most  Benefit  from  Medi- 
cal Advice.  By  William  Knight, 
M.R.C.S.,  and  Edward  Knight, 
L.R.C.P.  Crown  8vo,  Is.;  cloth,  ls.6d. 

Paul  Ferroll: 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Paul  Ferroll :  A  Novel. 
Why  Paul  Ferroll  Killed  his  Wife. 

Paul.— Gentle  and  Simple.    By 

Margaret  Agnes  Paul.  With  a 
Frontispiece  by  Helen  Paterson. 
Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Payn     (James),     Novels    by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3».  6d.  each 

|»ost  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Lost  Sir  Masslngberd. 

The  Best  of  Husbands. 

Walter's  Word.  |      Halves. 

What  He  Cost  Her. 

Leas  Black  than  we're  Painted. 

By  Proxy.  1   High  Spirits. 

Under  One  Roof.  |  Carlyon's  Year. 

A  Confidential  Agent. 

Some  Private  Views. 

A  Grape  from  a  Thorn. 

For  Cash  Only.    |    From  Exile 

Kit:  A  Memory. 

The  Canon's  Ward. 


Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
A  Perfect  Treasure. 
Bentlnck's  Tutor  J  Murphy's  Master. 
Mien  Fortune*. 


Payn  (James),  continued— 

A  County  Family.  |  At  Her  Mercy. 

A  Woman's  Vengeance. 

Cecil's  Tryst. 

The  Clyffard8  of  ClyfTe. 

The  Family  Scapegrace.  • 

The  Foster  Brothers. 

Found  Dead. 

Gwendoline's  Harvest. 

Humorous  Stories. 

Like  Father,  Like  Son. 

A  Marine  Residence. 

Married  Beneath  Him. 

Mirk  Abbey. 

Not  Wooed,  but  Won. 

Two  Hundred  Pounds  Reward 

In  Peril  and  Privation:  Stories  of 
Marine  Adventure  Re-told.  A  Book 
for  Boys.  With  numerous  Illustra- 
tions. Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  6s. 

The  Talk  of  the  Town:  A  Novel. 
With  Twelve  Illustrations  by  Harry 
Furniss.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
3s.  6d. 

Pears. — The  Present  Depres- 
sion In  Trade:  Its  Causes  and  Reme- 
dies. Being  the  "  Pears  "  Prize  Essays 
(of  One  Hundred  Guineas).  By  Edwin 
Goadby  and  William  Watt.  With 
an  Introductory  Paper  by  Prof.  Leone 
Levi,  F.S.A.,  F.S.S.    Demy  8vo,  Is. 

Pennell     (H.     Cholmondeley), 

Works  by: 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 

Puck  on  Pegasus.  With  Illustrations. 

Pegasus  Re-Saddled.  With  Ten  full- 
page  Musts,  by  G.  Du  Maurier. 

The  Muses  of  Mayfalr.  Vers  do 
Soctete,  Selected  and  Edited  by  H. 
C.  Pennell. 

Phelps  (E.  Stuart),  Works  by: 

Post  8vo,  Is.  each ;  cloth  limp, 
Is.  6d.  each. 
Beyond  the  Gates.     By  the  Author 

of  "The  Gates  Ajar." 
An  Old  Maid's  Paradise. 

Pirkis  (Mrs.  C.  L.),  Novels  by: 
Trooping  with  Crows.    Fcap.  8vo, 

picture  cover,  Is. 
Lady  Lovelace.    Post  8vo,  illustrated 
boards,  2s. [Preparing. 

Plutarch's  Lives  of  Illustrious 
Men.  Translated  from  the  Greek, 
with  Notes  Critical  and  Historical,  and 
a  Life  of  Plutarch,  by  John  and 
William  Langhorne.  Two  Vols., 
Bvo,  cloth  extra,  with  Portraits,  10s.  6a. 
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PlanchS  (J.  R.),  Works  by: 

The  Pursuivant  of  Arms;  or,  Her- 
aldry Founded  upon  Facts.  With 
Coloured  Frontispiece  and  200  Illus- 
trations.   Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Songs  and  Poems,  from  i8xg  to  1879. 
Edited,  with  an  Introduction,  by  his 
Daughter,  Mrs.  Mackarness.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Poe  (Edgar  Allan):— 

The  Choice  Works,  in  Prose  and 
Poetry,  of  Edgar  Allan  Poe.  With 
an  Introductory  Essay  by  Charles 
Baudelaire,  Portrait  and  Fac- 
similes.   Crown  8vo,  cl.  extra,  7s.  6d. 

The  Mystery  of  Marie  Roget,  and 
other  Stories.  Post  8vo,  illust.bds.,2s. 

Pope's  Poetical  Works.    Com- 
plete in  One  Vol.  Post  8vo,  cl.  limp,  2s. 

Praed  (Mrs.  Campbell-) "The 

Right  Honourable:"  A  Romance  of 
Society  and  Politics.  By  Mrs.  Camp- 
bell-Praed  and  Justin  McCarthy, 
M.P.    Three  Vols,,  crown  8vo. 

Price  (E.  C),  Novels  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Valentina.  |     The  Foreigners. 

Mrs.  Lancaster's  Rival. 

Gerald.  Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards, 
2s. [Preparing. 

Proctor  (Richd.  A.),  Works  by  ; 

Flowers  of  the  Sky.  With  55  Illusts. 
Small  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  4s.  6d. 

Easy  Star  Lessons.  With  Star  Maps 
for  Every  Night  in  the  Year,  Draw- 
ings of  the  Constellations,  &o. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Familiar  Science  Studies.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Saturn  and  Its  System.  New  and 
Revised  Edition, with  13  Steel  Plates. 
Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  10s.  6d. 

The  Great  Pyramid :  Observatory, 
Tomb,  and  Temple.  With  Illus- 
trations.   Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Mysteries  of  Time  and  Space.  With 
Illusts.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

The  Universe  of  Suns,  and  other 
Science  Gleanings.  With  numerous 
Illusts.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Wages  and  Wants  of  Science 
Workers.    Crown  8vo,  Is.  6d. 

Pyrotechnist'sTreasury(The); 

or,  Complete  Art  of  Making  Fireworks. 
By  Thomas  Kentish.  With  numerous 
Illustrations.    Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  4s.  6<t 


Rabelais'  Works.  Faithfully 
Translated  from  the  French,  with 
variorum  Notes,  and  numerous  charac- 
teristic Illustrations  by  Gustavb 
Pore.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Rarrjbosson.— Popular    Astro- 

nomy  By  J.  Rambosson,  Laureate  o- 
the  Institute  of  France.  Translated  by 
C.  B.  Pitman.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt, 
numerous  Illusts.,  and  a  beautifully 
executed  Chart  of  Spectra,  7s.  6d. 

Reade  (Charles),  Novels  by : 

Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  illustrated,3s.6d. 

each ;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s.  each. 
Peg  Wofflngton.    Illustrated  by  S.  L. 

Fildes,  A.R.A. 
Christie  Johnstone.     Illustrated  by 

William  Small. 
It  is  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend.    Il- 
lustrated by  G.  J.  Pinwell, 
The  Course  of  True  Love  Never  did 

run  Smooth.  Illustrated  by  Helen 

Paterson. 
The  Autobiography  of  a  Thief;  Jack 

of  allTrades;  and  James  Lambert. 

Illustrated  by  Matt  Stretch. 
Love  me  Little,  Love  me  Long.    11- 
,  lustrated  by  M.  Ellen  Edwards. 
The  Double  Marriage.    Illust.  by  Sir 

John  Gilbert,  R.A.,  and  C.  Keene. 
The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth.    Df 

lustrated  by  Charles  Keene. 
Hard  Cash.  Illust.  by  F.  W.  Lawson. 
Griffith  Gaunt.    Illustrated  by  S.  L. 

Fildes,  A.R.A.,  and  Wm.  Small. 
Foul  Play.    Illust.  by  Du  Maurier. 
Put   Yourself   In   His  Place.    Illus- 
trated by  Robert  Barnes. 
A  Terrible  Temptation.    Illustrated 

by  Edw.  Hughes  and  A.  W.  Cooper. 

The  Wandering  Heir.    Illustrated  by 

H.  Paterson,  S.  L.  Fildes,  A.R. A., 

C.  Green,  and  H.  Woods,  A.RA. 
A   Simpletoa     Illustrated  by  Kate 

Crauford. 
A    Woman-Hater.      Illustrated     by 

Thos.  Couldery. 
Readiana.  With  a  Steel-plate  Portrait 

of  Charles  Reade. 
Singleheart    and     Doubleface:    A 

Matter-of-fact  Romance.    Illustrated 

by  P.  Macnab. 
Good   Stories  of   Men    and    other 

Animals.  Illustrated  by  E.  A.  Abbey, 

Percy  MACQUoiD.and  Joseph  Nash. 
The  J  lit,  and  other  Stories.  Illustrated 

by  Joseph  Nash. 

Reader's   Handbook  (The)  of 
Allusions,    References,    Plots,    and 

?*?Ciesi.J^y  the  Rev-  Dr-  Brewer. 
tilth  Edition,  revised  throughout, 
with  a  New  Appendix,  containing  a 
Complete  English  Bibliography. 
Cr.  8vo,  1,400  pages,  gloth  extra,  7s.  6d, 
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Richardson — A  Ministry  of 
Health,  and  other  Papers.  By  Ben- 
jamin  Ward  Richardson,  M.D.,  &c. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  68. 

Riddell  (Mrs.  J.  H.),  Novels  by: 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  28.  each. 

Hep  Mother's  Darling. 

The  Prince  of  Wales's  Garden  Party 

Weird  Stories. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

The  Uninhabited  House. 

Fairy  Water. 

Rimmer  (Alfred),  Works  by : 

Square  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  10s.  6d.  each. 
Our  Old  Country  Towns.    With  over 

So  Illustrations. 
Rambles  Round  Eton  and  Harrow. 

With  50  Illustrations. 
About  England  with  Dickens.  With 

58  Illustrations  by  Alfred  Rimmer 

andC.A.  Vanderhoof. 

Robinson  (F.  W.),  Novels  by: 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each  ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Women  are  Strange. 

The  Hands  of  Justice. 

Robinson  (Phil),  Works  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  each. 

The  Poets'  Birds. 

The  Poets'  Beasts. 

Poets'  Natural  History.    [Preparing. 

Robinson  Crusoe:  A  beautiful 
reproduction  of  Major's  Edition,  with 
37  Woodcuts  and  Two  Steel  Plates  by 
George  Cruikshank,  choicely  printed. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Rochefoucauld's  Maxims  and 
Moral  Reflections.  With  Notes,  and 
an  Introductory  Essay  by  Saints- 
Beuve.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

Roll  of  Battle  Abbey,  The  ;  or, 

A  List  of  the  Principal  Warriors  who 
came  over  from  Normandy  with  Wil- 
liam the  Conqueror,  and  Settled  in 
this  Country,  a.d.  1066-7.  With  the 
principal  Arms  emblazoned  in  Gold 
and  Colours.    Handsomely  printed,  5s. 

Rowley  (Hon.  Hugh),  Works  by: 
Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 
Punlana:  Riddles  and  Jokes.    With 

numerous  Illustrations. 
More  Punlana.  Profusely  Illustrated. 

Runciman  (James),  Stories  by : 
Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each ; 

cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 
Skippers  and  Shellbacks. 
Grace  Balmalgn's  Sweetheart, 


Russell  (W.  Clark),  Works  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  63.  each ;  post 

8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Round  the  Galley-Fire. 
On  the  Fo'k'sle  Head :  A  Collection 
of  Yarns  and  Sea  Descriptions. 


In  the  Middle  Watch. 
cloth  extra,  6s. 


Crown  8vo, 


Sala, — Gaslight  and  Daylight. 

By  George  Augustus  Sala.  Post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Sanson. — Seven  Generations 
of  Executioners:  Memoirs  of  the 
Sanson  Family  (1688  to  1847).  Edited 
byHENRYSANSON.    Cr.8vo,cl.ex. 3s.6d. 

Saunders  (John),   Novels  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  &».  6d.  each; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  28.  each. 

Bound  to  the  Wheel. 

One  Against  the  World. 

Guy  Waterman. 

The  Lion  In  the  Path. 

The  Two  Dreamers. 

Saunders  (Katharine),  Novels 
by :  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Joan  Merryweather. 

Margaret  and  Elizabeth. 

The  High  Mills. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 
Heart  Salvage.  |    Sebastian. 
Gideon's  Rock. 

Science  Gossip:  An  Illustrated 

Medium  of  Interchange  for  Students 
and  Lovers  of  Nature.  Edited  by  J.  E. 
Taylor,  F.L.S.,  &c.  Devoted  to  Geo- 
logy, Botany,  Physiology,  Chemistry, 
Zoology,  Microscopy,  Telescopy,  Phy- 
siography, &c.  Price  4d.  Monthly ;  or 
5s.  per  year,  post  free.  Vols.  I .  to 
XIV.  may  be  had  at  7s.  6d.  each ;  and 
Vols.  XV.  to  XXI.  (1885),  at  6s.  each. 
Cases  for  Binding,  Is.  6d.  each. 

Scott's  (Sir  Walter)  Marmion. 

A  New  Edition  of  this  famous  Poem, 
with  over  100  new  Illustrations  by  lead- 
ing  Artists.    Small  4to,  cloth  extra,  168. 

"Secret    Out"    Series,    The: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  profusely  Illus- 
trated, 4s.  6d.  each. 
The    Secret    Out:    One    Thousand 
Tricks  with  Cards,  and  other  Re- 
creations ;  with  Entertaining  Experi- 
ments in  Drawing-room  or  "White 
Magic."    By    W.  H.  Cremer.    300 
Engravings. 
The  Pyrotechnist's  Treasury;   or. 
Complete  Art  of  Making  Fireworks. 
By  Thomas  Kentish,    With  numer- 
ous Illustrations. 
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"Secret  Out"  Series,  continued— 

The  Art  of  Amusing:  A  Collection  of 
Graceful  Arts,Games,Tricks,Puzzles, 
and  Charades.  By  Frank  Bellew. 
With  300  Illustrations. 

Hanky-Panky:  Very  Easy  Tricks, 
Very  Difficult  Tricks,  White  Magic 
Sleight  of  Hand.  Edited  by  W.  H. 
Cremer.    With  200  Illustrations. 

The  Merry  Circle:  A  Book  of  New 
Intellectual  Gaines  and  Amusements. 

.  By  Clara  Bellew.    Many  Illusts. 

Magician's  Own  Book:  Performances 
with  Cups  and  Balls,  Eggs,  Hats, 
Handkerchiefs,  &c.  All  from  actual 
Experience.  Edited  by  W.  H.  Cre- 
mer.    300  Illustrations. 

Senior.— By  Stream  and  Sea. 

By  William  Senior.    Post  8vo,  cloth 
limp,  2s.  6d. 

Seven  Sagas  (The)  of  Prehis- 
toric Man.  By  James  H.  Sxoddart, 
Author  of  "  The  Village  Life."  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Shakespeare : 
The  First  Folio  Shakespeare.— Mr. 

William  Shakespeare's  Comedies, 
Histories,  and  Tragedies.  Published 
accordingto  the  true  Originall  Copies. 
London,  Printed  by  Isaac  Iaggard 
and  Ed.  Blount.  1623.— A  Repro- 
duction of  the  extremely  rare  original, 
in  reduced  facsimile,  by  a  photogra- 
phic process— ensuring  the  strictest 
accuracy  in  every  detail.  Small  8vo. 
half-Roxburghe,  7s.  6d. 

TheLansdowne Shakespeare.  Beau- 
tifully printed  in  red  and  black,  in 
small  but  very  clear  type.  With 
engraved  facsimile  of  Droeshout's 
Portrait.  Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Shakespeare  for  Children:  Tales 
from  Shakespeare.  By  Charles 
and  Mary  Lamb.  With  numerous 
Illustrations,  coloured  and  plain,  by 
J.  Moyr  Smith.    Cr.  4to,  cl.  gilt,  6s. 

The  Dramatic  Works  of  Shake- 
speare: The  Text  of  the  First 
Edition,  carefully  reprinted.  Eight 
Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth  boards,  40s. 

The  Handbook  of  Shakespeare 
Music.  Being  an  Account  of  350 
Pieces  of  Music,  set  to  Words  taken 
from  the  Plays  and  Poems  of  Shake- 
speare, the  compositions  ranging 
from  the  Elizabethan  Age  to  the 
Present  Time.  By  Alfred  Roffe. 
Ato,  half-Roxburghe,  7s. 

A  Study  of  Shakespeare.  By  Alger- 
hon  Charles  Swinburne,  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  8s,  I 


Shelley's  Complete  Works,  in 

Four  Vols.,  post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  8s. ; 
or  separately,  2s.  each.  Vol.  I.  con- 
tains his  Early  Poems,  Queen  Mab, 
&c,  with  an  Introduction  by  Leigh 
Hunt;  Vol.  II.,  his  Later  Poems, 
Laon  and  Cythna,  &c.  j  Vol.  III., 
Posthumous  Poems,the  Shelley  Papers, 
&c. :  Vol.  IV.,  bis  Prose  Works,  in- 
eluding  A  Refutation  of  De.ism,  Zas- 
trozzi,  St.  Irvyne,  &c. *_ 

Sheridan: — 

Sheridan's  Complete  Works,  with 
Life  and  Anecdotes.  Including  his 
Dramatic  Writings,  printed  from  the 
Original  Editions,  his  Works  in 
Prose  and  Poetry,  Translations, 
Speeches,  Jokes,  Puns,  4c  With  a 
Collection  of  Sheridaniana.  Crowe 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  with  10  full, 
page  Tinted  Illustrations,  7s.  6d. ; 

Sheridan's  Comedies:  The  Rivals, 
and  The  School  for  Scandal. 
Edited,  with  an  Introduction  and 
Notes  to  each  Play,  and  a  Bio- 
graphical Sketch  of  Sheridan,  by 
Brander  Matthews.  With  Decora- 
tive Vignettes  and  lofull-page  Illusts, 
Demy  8vo,  half-parchment,  12s.  6d. 

Short  Sayings  of  Great  Men. 

With  Historical  and  Explanatory 
Notes  by  Samuel  A.  Bent,  M.A. 
Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Sidney's  (Sir  Philip)  Complete 

Poetical  Works,  including  all  those  in 
"Arcadia."  With  Portrait,  Memorial- 
Introduction,  Notes,  &c,  by  the  Rev. 
A.  B.  Grosart,  D.D.  Three  Vols., 
crown  8vo,  cloth  boards,  188. 

Signboards:  Their  History. 
With  Anecdotes  of  Famous  Taverns 
and  Remarkable  Characters.  By 
Jacob  Larwood  and  John  Camden 
Hotten.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
with  100  Illustrations,  7s.  6d. 

Sims  (George  R.),  Works  by : 
How  the  Poor  Live.    With  60  Illusts. 

by  Fred.  Barnard.    Large  4to,  Is. 
Rogues  and  Vagabonds.     Post  8vo. 

lllust.  boards,  2g.;  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 
The   Ring  o'  Bells.    Post  8vo,  illust. 

bds.,  2s. ;  cloth,  2s.  6d. 

Sketcniey.— a  Match    in   the 

Dark.  By  Arthur  Sketchley.  Post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s 

Slang  DictionaryTThe :  Ety. 
Etiological,  Historical,  and  Anecdotal 
Crown 8vo,  cloth extra,  gilt,  &f«L 
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Smith  (J.  Moyr),  Works  by : 
The  Prince  of  Argolls:  A  Story  of  the 
Old  Greek  Fairy  Time.    Small  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  with  130  Illusts.,  3s.  6d. 
Tales  of  Old  Thule.    With  numerous 

Illustrations.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  6a. 
The  Wooing  of  the  Water  Witch : 
A  Northern  Oddity.  With  numerous 
Illustrations.    Small  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  68. 

Society  in  London.  By  A 
Foreign  Resident.  New  and  Cheaper 
Edition,  Revised,  with  an  Additional 
Chapter  on  Society  among  the 
Middle  and  Professional  Classes. 
Crown  8vo,  Is.;  cloth,  Is.  6d. __ 

Spalding.-Elizabethan  Oemon- 
ology :  An  Essay  in  Illustration  of  the 
Belief  in  the  Existence  of  Devils,  and 
the  Powers  possessed  by  Them.  By  T. 
Alfred  Spalding,  LL.B.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  S3. 

Spanish  Legendary  Tales.  By 
Mrs.  S.  G.  C.  Middlemore,  Author  of 

J  "  Round  a  Posada  Fire."  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  ex'ja,  63. 

ght  (T.  W.),  Novels  by: 

The    Mysteries    of     Heron    Dyke. 

With  a  Frontispiece  by  M.  Ellen 

Edwards.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 

3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  bds.,  2s. 

A  Barren  Title.  Cr.  8vo,  la. ;  cl.,  ls.6d. 

Spenser  for  Children.  By  M. 
H.  Towry.  With  Illustrations  by 
Walter  J.  Morgan.  Crown  4to,  with 
Coloured  Illustrations,  cloth  gilt,  6s. 

Staunton. — Laws  and  Practice 
of  Chess  j  Together  with  an  Analysis 
of  the  Openings,  and  a  Treatise  on 
End  Games.  By  Howard  Staunton. 
Edited  by  Robert  B.  Wormald.  New 
Edition,  small  cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  53. 

Stedman.  —  The  Poets  of 
America.  With  full  Notes  in  Margin, 
and  careful  Analytical  Index.  By 
Edmund  Clarence  Stedman,  Author 
of  "  Victorian  Poets."  Cr.  8vo,cl.ex.,  9s. 

Sterndale.— The  Afghan  Knife: 

ANovel.  By  Robert  Armitage  Stern- 
dale.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.;  post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  23. 

Stevenson  (R.Louis),Works  by : 
Travels    with    a    Donkey    In    the 

Cevennes.  Frontispiece  by  Walter 

Crane.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2g.  6d. 
An  Inland  Voyage.    With  Front,  by 

W.  Crane.   Post  8vo,  cl.  lp.,  2s.  6d. 
Vlrglnlbus     Puerlsque,    and     other 

Papers.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  68. 
Familiar  Studies  of  Men  and  Books. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  63. 
New  Arabian    Nights.     Crown  8vo, 

cl.  extra,  6s. ;  post  »vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 


Stevenson  (R.  Louis),  contintttd — 
The    Silverado    Squatters.      With 

Frontispiece.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra, 6s. 

Cheap   Edition,   post   8vo,    picture 

cover,  Is.;  cloth,  18.  6d. 
Prince  Otto:    A  Romance.     Third 

Edition.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  j 

post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

St.  John — A  Levantine  Family. 

By  Bayle  St.  John,    Post  8vo,  illus- 
trated  boards,  2a. 

Stoddard. — Summer  Cruising 
In  the  South  Seas.  By  Charles 
Warren  Stoddard.  Illust.  by  Wallis 
Mackay.  Crown  8vo,  cl.  extra,  3g.  6d. 

Stories  from  Foreign  Novel- 
ists. With  Notices  of  their  Lives  and 
Writings.  By  Helen  and  Alice  Zim- 
mern.  Frontispiece.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2a. 

St.  Pierre.— Paul  and  Virginia, 

and  The  Indian  Cottage.  By  Ber- 
nardin  St.  Pierre.  Edited,  with  Life, 
by  Rev.  E.  Clarke.  Post  8vo,  cl.  lp.,  2s. 

St r utt's  Sports  and  Pastimes 
of  the  People  of  England;  including 
the  Rural  and  Domestic  Recreations, 
May  Games,  Mummeries,  Shows,  &c, 
from  the  Earliest  Period  to  the  Present 
Time.  With  140  Illustrations.  Edited 
by  William  Hone.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  7s.  6d. 

Suburban  Homes  (The)  of 
London :  A  Residential  Guide  to 
Favourite  London  Localities,  their 
Society,  Celebrities,  and  Associations. 
With  Notes  on  their  Rental,  Rates,  and 
House  Accommodation.  With  Map  of 
Suburban  London.  Cr.8vo,cl.ex.,7s.6a. 

Swift's  Choice  Works,  in  Prose 

and  Verse.  With  Memoir,  Portrait, 
and  Facsimiles  of  the  Maps  in  the 
Original  Edition  of  "  Gulliver's 
Travels."    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Swinburne       (Algernon       C), 

Works  by:  [Fcap.  8vo,  5s. 

The  Queen  Mother  and  Rosamond. 
Atalanta  In  Calydon.  Crown  8vo,  6s. 
Chastelard.  ATragedy.  Cr.  8vo,  7*. 
Poems  and  Ballads.    First  Series. 

Fcap.  8vo,  9s.    Cr.  8vo,  same  price. 
Poems  and  Ballads.  Second  Series. 

Fcap.  8vo,  9s.    Cr.  8vo,  same  price. 
Noteson  Poems  and  Reviews.  8vo,lg. 
Songs  before  Sunrise.  Cr.  8vo,  10s.6d. 
Bothwell:  ATragedy.  Cr.<ivo,12s.6d. 
George  Chapman:  An  Essay.  Crown 

8vo,  7s. 
Songs  of  Two  Nations.    Cr.  8vo,  68. 
Essays  and  Studies.   Crown  8vo,  128 
Erechtheus  :  A  Tragedy.    Cr.  8vo,  68 
Note  of  an  English  Republican  on 

the  Muscovite  Crusade.   Svo,  Is, 
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Swinburne's  (A.  C.)  Works,  continued. 
Note  on  Charlotte  Bronte.Cr.8vo,6s. 
A  Study  of  Shakespeare.  Cr.  8vo,  8s. 
Songs  of  the  Springtides.  Cr.  8vo,  6s. 
Studies  In  Song.  Crown  8vo.  7s. 
Mary  Stuart :  A  Tragedy.  Cr.  8vo,  8s. 
Tristram   of   Lyonesse,  and    other 

Poems.    Crown  8vo,  9s. 
ACentury  of  Roundels.  SmalUto,  8s. 
A    Midsummer  Holiday,  and  other 

Poems.    Crown  8vo,  7s. 
Marino  Fallero:  ATragedy.  Cr.8vo,6s. 
A  Study  of  Victor  Hugo.    Cr.  8vo,6s. 
Miscellanies.   Crown  8vo,  128. 

Symonds. — Wine,  Women  and 
Song:  Mediaeval  Latin  Students' 
Songs.  Now  first  translated  into  Eng- 
lish Verse,  with  Essay  by  J.  Addington 
Symonds.    Small  8vo,  parchment,  6s. 

Syntax's  (Dr.)  Three  Tours : 

In  Search  of  the  Picturesque,  in  Search 
of  Consolation,  and  in  Search  of  a 
Wife.  With  the  whole  of  Rowland- 
son's  droll  page  Illustrations  in  Colours 
and  a  Life  of  the  Author  by  J.  C. 
Hotten.  Med.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Taine's  History  of  English 
Literature.  Translated  by  Henry 
Van  Laun.  Four  Vols.,  small  8vo, 
cloth  boards,  30s. — Popular  Edition, 
Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  15s. 

Taylor's  (Bayard)  Diversions 
of  the  Echo  Club:  Burlesques  of 
Modern  Writers.  Post  8vo,  cl.  limp,  2s. 

Taylor  (Dr.  J.  E.,  F.L.S.),  Works 

by :  Crown  8vo,  cloth  ex.,  7s.  6d.  each. 

The     Sagacity    and     Morality    of 

Plants :   A  Sketch  of  the  Life  and 

Conduct  of  the  Vegetable  Kingdom. 

ColouredFrontispiece  and  ioo  Illust. 

Our  Common   British   Fossils,  and 

Where  to  Find  Them :  A  Handbook 

for  Students.  With  331  Illustrations. 

Taylor's  (Tom)  Historical 
Dramas:  "Clancarty,"  "Jeanne 
Dare,"  "  'Twixt  Axe  and  Crown/' "  The 
Fool's  Revenge,"  "  Arkwright's  Wife," 
"Anne  Boleyn,''  "Plot  and  Passion." 
One  Vol.,  cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 
%*  The  Plays  may  also  be  had  sepa- 

rately,  at  Is.  each. 

Tennyson    (Lord) :    A    Biogra- 

1  phical  Sketch.  By  H.  J.  Jennings. 
With  a  Photograph-Portrait.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Thackerayana:  Notes  and  Anec- 

dotes.  Illustrated  by  Hundreds  of 
Sketches  by  William  Makepeace 
Thackeray,  depicting  Humorous 
Incidents  in  his  School-life,  and 
Favourite  Characters  in  the  books  of 
his  every-day  reading'.  With  Coloured 
Frontispiece.    Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  7s.  6d. 


Thomas  (Bertha),  Novels  by: 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Cresslda.  I      Proud  Maisle. 

The  Violin-Player. 

Thomas  (M.).— A  Fight  for  Life : 

A  Novel.    By  W.  Moy  Thomas.    Post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Thomson's  Seasons  and  Sastle 
of  Indolence.  With  a  Biographical 
and  Critical  Introduction  by  Allan 
Cunningham,  and  over  50  fine  Illustra- 
tions on  Steel  and  Wood.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  7s.  6d. 

Thornbury  (Walter),  Works  by 

Haunted  London.  Edited  by  Ed- 
ward Walford,  M.A.  With  Illus- 
trations by  F.  W.  Fairholt,  F.S.A. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

The  Life  and  Correspondence  of 
J.  M.  W.  Turner.  Founded  upon 
Letters  and  Papers  furnished  by  his 
Friends  and  fellow  Academicians. 
With  numerous  Illusts.  in  Colours, 
facsimiled  from  Turner's  Original 
Drawings.    Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Old  Stories  Re-told.  Post  8vo,  clotn 
limp,  2s.  6d. 

Tales  for  the  Marines.  Post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Timbs  (John),  Works  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  each. 

The  History  of  Clubs  and  Club  Llfa 
In  London.  With  Anecdotes  of  its 
Famous  Coffee-houses,  Hostelries, 
and  Taverns.    With  many  Illusts. 

English  Eccentrics  and  Eccen- 
tricities: Stories  of  Wealth  and 
Fashion,  Delusions,  Impostures,  and 
Fanatic  Missions,  Strange  Sights 
and  Sporting  Scenes,  Eccentric 
Artists,  Theatrical  Folk,  Men  of 
Letters,  &c.    With  nearlv  50  Illusts. 

Trollope  (Anthony),  Novels  by: 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

The  Way  We  Live  Now. 

Kept  In  tho  Dark. 

Frau  Frohmann.  |   Marlon  Fay. 

Mr.  Scarborough's  Family. 

The  Land-Leaguers. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
The  Golden  Lion  of  Granpere 
JohnCaldigate.  |  American  Senator 

Trollope(FrancesE.),Novelsbv 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d    each  • 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s  'each    ' 
Like  Ships  upon  the  Sea 
Mabel's  Progress.  I  Anne  Funmu 
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Trollope(T.  A.).— Diamond  Cut 
Diamond,  and  other  Stories.  By 
T.  Adolphus  Trollope.  Post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Trowbridge.— Farnell's  Folly: 

A  Novel.   By  J.  T.  Trowbridge.   Post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  [Preparing. 

Turgenieff.  —  Stories  from 
Foreign  Novelists.  By  Ivan  Turge- 
nieff, and  others.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
33, 6d.;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Tytler  (C.  C.  Fraser-).  —  Mis- 
tress Judith:  A  Novel.  By  C.  C. 
Fraser-Tytler.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
33.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2s. 

Tytler  (Sarah),  Novels  by: 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
What  She  Came  Through. 
The  Bride's  Pass. 
Saint  M ungo's  City. 
Beauty  and    the   Beast.      With  a 
Frontispiece  by  P.  Macnab. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 
Noblesse  Oblige.     With  Illustrations 

by  F.  A.  Fraser. 
Citoyenne  Jacqueline.      Illustrated 

by  A.  B.  Houghton. 
The  Huguenot  Family.  With  Illusts. 
Lady  Bell.  Illustrated  by  R.  Macbeth, 

juried  Diamonds:  A  Novel.    Three 
Vols.,  crown  8vo. 

Van  Laun.— History  of  French 
Literature.  By  H.  Van  Laun.  Three 
Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cl.  bds.,  7s.  6d.  each. 

Villari.—  A  Double  Bond:  A 
Story.  By  Linda  Villari,  Fcap. 
8vo,  picture  cover,  Is. 

Walford  (Edw.,  M.A.),Works  by : 
The  County  Families  of  the  United 
Kingdom.  Containing  Notices  of 
the  Descent,  Birth,  Marriage,  Educa- 
tion, &c,  of  more  than  12,000  dis- 
tinguished Heads  of  Families,  their 
Heirs  Apparent  or  Presumptive,  the 
Offices  they  hold  or  have  held,  their 
Town  and  Country  Addresses,  Clubs, 
&c.  Twenty-sixth  Annual  Edition, 
for  1886,  cloth  gilt,  60s. 
The  Shilling  Peerage  (1886).  Con- 
taining  an  Alphabetical  List  of  the 
House  of  Lords,  Dates  of  Creation, 
Lists  of  Scotch  and  Irish  Peers, 
Addresses,  &c.  321110,  cloth,  Is. 
Published  annually. 
The  Shilling  Baronetage  (1886). 
Containing  an  Alphabetical  List  of 
the  Baronets  of  the  United  Kingdom, 
short  Biographical  Notices,  Dates 
of  Creation,  Addresses,  &c.  321110, 
sloth,  Is. 


Walford's  (Edw.)  Works,  continued — 
The  Shilling  Knightage  (1886).  Con- 
taining an  Alphabetical  List  of  the 
Knights  of  the  United  Kingdom, 
short  Biographical  Notices,  Dates 
of  Creation,  Addresses,  &c.  32mo, 
cloth,  Is. 
The  Shilling  House  of  Commons 
(1886).  Containing  a  List  of  all  the 
Members  of  Parliament,  their  Town 
and  Country  Addresses,  &c.  32mo, 
cloth.  Is.  Published  annually. 
The  Complete  Peerage,  Baronet- 
age, Knightage,  and  House  of 
Commons  (1886).  In  One  Voluir.«, 
royal  32mo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges. 


Haunted  London.  By  Walter 
Thornbury.  Edited  by  Edward 
Walford,  M.A.  With  Illustrations 
by  F.  W.  Fairholt,  F.S.A.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6(1. 

Walton  andCotton'sComplete 

Angler;  or,  The  Contemplative  Man's 
Recreation;  being  a  Discourse  of 
Rivers,  Fishponds,  Fish  and  Fishing, 
written  by  Izaak  Walton;  and  In- 
structions how  to  Angle  for  a  Trout  or 
Grayling  in  a  clear  Stream,  by  Charles 
Cotton.  With  Original  Memoirs  and 
Notes  by  Sir  Harris  Nicolas,  and 
61  Copperplate  Illustrations.  Large 
crown  8vo,  cloth  antique,  7s.  6d. 

Walt  Whitman's  SelectPoems. 

Edited  and  selected,  with  an  Intro- 
duction, by  William  M.  Rossetti.  A 
New  Edition.  Crown  8vo,  printed  on 
hand-made  paper  and  bound  in  buck- 
ram,  63. [7»  the  press. 

Wanderer's  Library,  The: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  fd.  each. 

Wanderings  in  Patagonia;  or,  Life 
among  the  Ostrich-Hunters.  By 
Julius  Beerbohm.    Illustrated. 

Camp  Notes:  Stories  of  Sport  and 
Adventure  in  Asia,  Africa,  and 
America.     By  Frederick  Boyle. 

Savage  Life.    By  Frederick  Boyle. 

Merrie  England  In  the  Olden  Time 
By  George  Daniel.  With  Illustra- 
tions by  Robt.  Cruikshank. 

Circus  Life  and  Circus  Celebrities. 
By  Thomas  Frost. 

The  Lives  of  the  Conjurers.  By 
Thomas  Frost. 

The  Old  Showmen  and  the  Old 
London  Fairs.    By  Thomas  Frost. 

Low-Life  Deeps.  An  Account  of  the 
Strange  Fish  to  be  found  there.  By 
James  Greenwood. 

The  Wilds  of  London.  By  James 
Greenwood. 

Tunis:  The  Land  and  the  People. 
By  the  Chevalier  de  Hesse-War- 
tegg.    With  22  Illustrations. 
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Wanderer's  Library,  The,  continued— 

The  Life  and  Adventures  of  a  Cheap 
Jack.  By  One  of  the  Fraternity. 
Edited  by  Charles  Hindley. 

The  World  Behind  the  Scenes.  By 
Percy  Fitzgerald. 

Tavern  Anecdotes  and  Sayings: 
Including  the  Origin  of  Signs,  and 
Reminiscences  aonnected  with  Ta- 
verns, Coffee  Houses,  Clubs,  &c. 
By  Charles  Hindley.  With  Illusts. 

The  Genial  Showman  :  Life  and  Ad- 
ventures of  Artemus  Ward.  By  E.  P. 
Hingston.    With  a  Frontispiece. 

The  Story  of  the  London  Parks. 
By  Jacob  Larwood.    With  Illusts. 

London  Characters.  By  Henry  May- 
hew.    Illustrated. 

Seven  Generations  of  Executioners : 
Memoirs  of  the  Sanson  Family  (1688 
to  1847).    Edited  by  Henry  Sanson. 

Summer  Cruising  In  the  South 
Seas.  By  C.  Warren  Stoddard. 
Illustrated  by  Wallis  Mackay. 

Warner. — A  Roundabout  Jour- 
ney. By  Charles  Dudley  Warner, 
Author  of  "  My  Summer  in  a  Garden." 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  68. 

Warrants,  &c.  :— 
Warrant  to  Execute  Charles  I.    An 

exact  Facsimile,  with  the  Fifty-nine 
Signatures,  and  corresponding  Seals. 
Carefully  printed  on  paper  to  imitate 
the  Original,  22  in.  by  14  in.  Price  2s. 

Warrant  to  Execute  Mary  Queen  of 
Scots.  An  exact  Facsimile,  includ- 
ing the  Signature  of  Queen  Eliza- 
beth, and  a  Facsimile  of  the  Great 
Seal.  Beautifully  printed  on  paper 
to  imitate  the  Original  MS.   Price  2s. 

Magna  Charta.  An  exact  Facsimile 
of  the  Original  Document  in  the 
British  Museum,  printed  on  fine 
plate  paper,  nearly  3  feet  long  by  2 
feet  wide,  with  the  Arms  and  Seals 
emblazoned  in  Gold  and  Colours. 
Price  5s. 

The  Roll  of  Battle  Abbey;  or,  A  List 
of  the  Principal  Warriors  who  came 
over  from  Normandy  with  William 
the  Conqueror,  and  Settled  in  this 
Country,  A.D.  1066-7.  With  the 
principal  Arms  emblazoned  in  Gold 
and  Colours.    Price  6s. 

Weather,  How  to  Foretell  the, 
with  the  Pocket  Spectroscope.  By 
F.  W.  Cory,  M.R.C.S.  Eng.,  F.R.Met. 
Soc,  &c.  With  10  Illustrations.  Crown 
Bvo,  is. ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

Westropp.— Handbook  of  Pot- 
tery  and  Porcelain ;  or,  History  of 
those  Arts  from  the  Earliest  Period. 
By  Hodder  M.  Westropp.  With  nu- 
merous Illustrations,  and  a  List  oi 
Marks.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  limp,  4s.  64, 


Whistler's  (Mr.)  "Ten  o  Clock." 

Uniform  with  his  "  Whistler  v.  Ruskin: 
Art  and  Art  Critics."  Cr.8vo,lS.  [Shortly, 

Williams  (W.  Mattieu,  F.R.A.S.), 

Works  by:  _ 

Science  Notes.  See  the  Gentleman's 

Magazine.    Is.  Monthly. 
Science  in  Short  Chapters.    Crown 

8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 
A  Simple  Treatise  on  Heat.    Crown 

8vo,  cloth  limp,  with  Illusts.,  2s.  6d. 
The  Chemistry  of  Cookery.    Crown 

8vo,  cloth  extra,  68. 

Wilson  (Dr.  Andrew,  F.R.S.E.), 

Works  by: 

Chapters  on  Evolution:  A  Popular 
History  of  the  Darwinian  and 
Allied  Theories  of  Development. 
Second  Edition.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  with  259  Illustrations,  7s.  6d. 

Leaves  from  a  Naturalist's  Note- 
book.   Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Leisure-Time  Studies,  chiefly  Bio- 
logical. Third  Edit.,  with  New  Pre- 
face.   Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  with  Illusts,,  6s. 

Studies  In  Life  and  Sense.  With 
numerous  Illustrations.  Crown  8vc. 
cloth  extra,  6s.  [.Preparing'. 

Common  Accidents,  and  How  to 
Treat  them.  By  Dr.  Andrew  Wil- 
son and  others.  With  numerous  Il- 
lustrations. Crown  8vo,  Is. ;  cloth 
limp,  Is.  6d. 

Winter  (J.  S.),  Stories  by : 
Cavalry  Life.  Post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 
Regimental    Legends.     Crown   8vo, 
cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illus- 
trated boards,  28. 

Women  of  the  Day :  A  Biogra- 
phical  Dictionary  of  Notable  Contem- 
poraries. By  Frances  Hays.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

Wood.— Sabina:  A  Novel.    By 

Lady  Wood.    Post  8vo,  illuit.  bds.,  8a. 

Words,   Facts,  and    Phrases: 

A  Dictionary  of  Curious,  Quaint,  and 
Out-of-the-Way  Matters.    By  Eliezer 
Edwards.    New  and  cheaper  issue, 
cr.  8vo,cl.  ex.,7s.  6d. ;  half-bound,  9s. 
Wright  (Thomas),  Works  by : 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  each. 
Caricature  History  of  the  Georges. 
(The  House  of  Hanover.)    With  400 
Pictures,  Caricatures,  Squibs,  Broad- 
sides, Window  Pictures,  &c. 
History  of  Caricature  and  of  the 
Grotesque     In     Art,    Literature, 
Sculpture,  and  Painting.  Profusely 
Illustrated  by  F.  W.  FAiRgoLT.F.sTA. 

Yates  (Edmund),  Novels  by  ■ 
Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

LantdaataLait.TheF0,,,0'-nH^- 
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NEW  THREE-VOLUME  NOVELS. 


SARAH  TYTLER'S  NEW 
NOVEL. 

Burled  Diamonds.  By  Sarah  Tytler, 
Authsr  of  "  Saint  Mungo's  City,"  &c. 
Three  Vols.,  crown  Bvo. 


NEW  NOVEL  BY  Mrs.  CAMPBELL' 
PRAED  &  JUSTIN  MCCARTHY. 

"The  Right  Honourable: "  A  Romance 
of  Society  and  Politics.  Three  Vols., 
crown  8vo. 


THE   PICCADILLY   NOVELS. 

Popular  Stories  by  the  Best  Authors.    Library  Editions,  many  Illustrated, 
crown  8yo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 


BY  MRS.  ALEXANDER. 
Maid,  Wife,  or  Widow  P 

BY  CRANT  ALLEN. 
Phllistla. 

BY  BASIL. 
A  Drawn  Game. 
"The  Wearing  of  the  Green." 

By  W.  BESANT  &  JAMES  RICE. 
Ready-Money  Mortlboy. 
My  Little  Girl. 
The  Case  of  Mr.  Lucraft. 
This  Son  of  Vulcan. 
With  Harp  and  Crown 
The  Golden  Butterfly. 
By  Celia's  Arbour. 
The  Monks  of  Thelema. 
'Twas  In  Trafalgar's  Bay. 
The  Seamy  Side. 
The  Ten  Years'  Tenant. 
The  Chaplain  of  the  Fleet. 

BY  WALTER  BESANT. 
All  Sorts  and  Conditions  of  Men 
The  Captains'  Room 
All  in  a  Garden  Fair 
Dorothy  Forster. 
Uncle  Jack. 

BY  ROBERT  BUCHANAN. 
A  Child  of  Nature. 
God  and  the  Man. 
The  Shadow  of  the  Sword. 
The  Martyrdom  of  Madeline. 
Love  Me  for  Ever. 
Annan  Water.      I  The  New  Abelard. 
Matt.  I  Foxglove  Manor. 

The  Master  of  the  Mine. 

BY  HALL  CAINE. 
The  Shadow  of  a  Crime. 
BY  MRS.  H.  LOVETT  CAMERON. 
Deceivers  Ever.  |  Juliet's  Guardian. 

BY  MORTIMER  COLLINS. 
Sweet  Anne  Page. 
Transmigration. 
From  Midnight  to  Midnight. 


MORTIMER  &  FRANCES  COLLINS- 
Blacksmith  and  Scholar. 
The  Village  Comedy. 
You  Play  me  False. 


BY  WILKIB  COLLINS, 
Antonlna. 
Basil. 

Hide  and  Seek. 
The  Dead  Secret. 
Queen  of  Hearts. 
My  Miscellanies. 
Woman  In  White. 
The  Moonstone. 
Man  and  Wife. 
Poor  Miss  Finch. 
Miss  or  Mrs.  P 


1  New  Magdalen. 
The  Frozen  Deep. 
The  Law  and  the 

Lady. 
TheTwo  Destinies 
Haunted  Hotel. 
The  Fallen  Leaves 
Jezebel'sDaughter 
The  Black  Robe. 
Heart  and  Science 

'  I  Say  No. 


BY  DUTTON  COOK. 
Paul  Foster's  Daughter. 

BY  WILLIAM  CYPLES 
Hearts  of  Gold 

BY  ALPHONSE  DAUDET. 
Port  Salvation 

BY  JAMES  DE  MILLE. 
A  Castle  in  Spain. 

BY  J    LEITH  DERWENT 
Our  Lady  of  Tears.  |  Circe's  Lovers 

BY  M.  BETHAM-EDWARDS. 
Felicia.  I    Kitty. 

BY  MRS.  ANNIE  EDWARDES. 
Archie  Lovell. 

BY  R.  E.  FRANCILLON. 
Olympla.  I     One  by  One. 

Queen  Cophetua.  |     A  Real  Queen. 

Prefaced  by  Sir  BARTLE  FRERB, 
Pandurang  Hari. 

BY  EDWARD  GARRETT. 
The  Capel  Girls. 
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Piccadilly  Novels,  continued — 

BY  CHARLES  GIBBON. 
Robin  Gray.         |  Fop  Lack  of  Gold. 
What  will  the  World  Say  P 
In  Honour  Bound. 
Queen  of  the  Meadow. 
The  Flower  of  the  Forest. 
A  Heart's  Problem. 
The  Braes  of  Yarrow. 
The  Golden  Shaft. I Of  High  Degree. 
Fancy  Free.  |  Loving  a  Dream. 

A  Hard  Knot. 

BY  THOMAS  HARDY. 
Under  the  Greenwood  Tree. 

BY  JULIAN  HAWTHORNE. 
Garth.  |      Elllce  Quentln. 

Sebastian  Strome. 
Prince  Saronl's  Wife. 
Dust.  |     Fortune's  Fool. 

Beatrix  Randolph. 
Miss  Cadogna. 
Love — or  a  Name. 


BY  SIR  A. 
Ivan  de  Biron. 


HELPS. 


BY  MRS.  CASHEL  HOEY. 
The  Lover's  Creed. 

BY  MRS.  ALFRED  HUNT, 
Thornioroft's  Model. 
The  Leaden  Casket. 
Self-Condemned. 

BY  JEAN  INGELOW. 
Fated  to  be  Free. 

BY  HARRIETT  JAY. 
The  Queen  of  Connaught 

BY  HENRY  KINGSLE7. 
Number  Seventeen. 

BY  E.  LYNN  LINTON, 
Patricia  Kemball. 
Atonement  of  Learn  Dundaa. 
The  World  Well  Lost. 
Under  which  Lord  ? 
With  a  Silken  Thread. 
The  Rebel  of  the  Family 
"My  Love  I"  |    lone. 

By  HENRY  W.  LUCY. 
Gideon  Fleyce. 

by  justin  McCarthy,  m. p. 

The  Waterdale  Neighbours. 

My  Enemy's  Daughter. 

Llnley  Rochford.    |    A  Fair  Saxon. 

Dear  Lady  Disdain. 

Miss  Misanthrope.  |  Donna  Quixote. 

The  Comet  of  a  Season. 

Maid  of  Athens. 

Camiola. 

BY  GEORGE  MACDONALD, 
Paul  Faber,  Surgeon. 
Thomas  Wingfold,  Curate. 

BY  MRS.  MACDONELL. 
Quaker  Cousins, 


Piccadilly  Novels,  continued, — 
BY  FLORENCE  MARRY  AT. 
Open  I  Sesame  I    |    Written  In  Fire 
BY  D.  CHRISTIE  MURRAY. 
Life's  Atonement.        Coals  of  Fire. 
Joseph's  Coat.  Val  Strange. 

A  Model  Father.  Hearts. 

By  the  Gate  of  the  Sea 
The  Way  of  the  World. 
A  Bit  of  Human  Nature. 
First  Person  Singular. 

BY  MRS.  OLIPHANT, 
Whlteladles. 

BY  MARGARET  A.  PAUL 
Gentle  and  Simple. 

BY  JAMES  PAYN. 


Lost  Sir  Massing 

berd. 
Best  of  Husbands 
Halves. 

Walter's  Word. 
What  He  Cost  Her 
Less    Black   than 

We're  Painted. 
By  Proxy. 
High  Spirits. 
Under  One  Roof. 
Carlyon's  Year. 

BY  E.  C. 
Valentlna. 


A     Confidential 

Agent. 
From  Exile. 
A   Grape  from   a 

Thorn. 
For  Cash  Only. 
Some     Private 

Views. 
Kit :  A  Memory. 
The        Canon's 

Ward.      [Town. 
The  Talk  of  the 
PRICE. 
The  Foreigners 


Mrs.  Lancaster's  Rival, 

BY  CHARLES  READE. 
It  Is  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend. 
Hard  Cash. 
Peg  Wofflngton. 
Christie  Johnstone. 
Griffith  Gaunt.  |    Foul  Play. 
The  Double  Marriage. 
Love  Me  Little,  Love  Me  Long. 
The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth. 
The  Course  of  True  Love. 
The  Autobiography  of  a  Thief. 
Put  Yourself  in  His  Place. 
A  Terrible  Temptation. 
The  Wandering  Heir.  I  A  Simpleton. 
A  Woman-Hater.  |  Readlana. 

Singleheart  and  Doubleface 
The  Jilt. 

Good   Stories   of  Men   and    other 
Animals. 

BY  MRS.  J.  H.  RIDDEL L. 
Her  Mother's  Darling 

Z??0?  Si  Wa'es's  Garden-Party. 
Weird  Stories.  * 

BY  F.  W  ROBINSON. 
Women  are  Strange. 
The  Hands  of  Justice. 

BY  JOHN  SAUNDERS 
Bound  to  the  Wheel 
Guy  Waterman. 
Two  Dreamers. 
One  Against  the  World. 
The  Lion  In  the  Path. 
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Piccasillt  Novels,  continued— 
BY  KATHARINE  SAUNDERS. 
Joan  Merryweather. 
Margaret  and  Elizabeth. 
Gideon's  Rock.       I  Heart  Salvage. 
The  High  Mills.     |  Sebastian. 

B7  T.   W.  SPEIGHT. 
The  Mysteries  of  Heron  Dyke. 

BY  R.  A.  STERNDALB. 
The  Afghan  Knife. 

BY  BERTHA  THOMAS. 
Proud  Malsle.  |  Cresslda. 
The  Violin-Player. 

BY  ANTHONY  TROLLOPS. 
The  Way  we  Live  Now. 
Frail  Frohmann.  |  Marlon  Fay. 
Kept  In  the  Dark. 
Mr.  Scarborough's  Family. 
The  Land-Leaguers. 


Piccadilly  Novels,  continued— 
BY  FRANCES  E.  TROLLOPS. 
Like  Ships  upon  the  Sea. 
Anne  Furness. 
Mabel's  Progress. 

BY  IVAN  TVRGENIEFF,  SfC. 
Stories  from  Foreign  Novelists. 

BY  SARAH  TYTLER. 
What  She  Came  Through. 
The  Bride's  Pass. 
Saint  Mungo's  City. 
Beauty  and  the  Beast. 
Noblesse  Oblige. 
Citoyenne  Jacqueline. 
The  Huguenot  Family. 
Lady  Bell. 

BY  C.  C.  FRASER-TYTLER. 
Mistress  Judith. 

BY  J.  S.  WINTER. 
Regimental  Legends. 


CHEAP  EDITIONS  OF   POPULAR   NOVELS. 
boards,  2s.  each. 

BY  FREDERICK  BOYLE. 
Camp  Notes.     |     Savage  Life. 


Post  8vo,  illustrated 
BY  EDMOND  ABOUT. 
The  Fellah. 

BY  HAMILTON  AIDS'. 
Carr  of  Carrlyon.  |     Confidences. 

BY  MRS.  ALEXANDER. 
Maid,  Wife,  or  Widow  P 
Valerie's  Fate. 

BY  GRANT  ALLEN. 
Strange  Stories. 
Phllistia. 

BY  BASIL. 

A  Drawn  Game. 

"The  Wearing  of  the  Green." 

BY  SHELSLEY  BEAUCHAMP. 
Grantley  Grange. 

BY  W.  BESANT  &  JAMES  RICE. 
Ready-Money  Mortlboy. 
With  Harp  and  Crown. 
This  Son  of  Vulcan.  |  My  Little  Girl 
The  Case  of  Mr.  Lucraft. 
The  Golden  Butterfly. 
By  Celia's  Arbour. 
The  Monks  of  Thelema. 
'Twas  In  Trafalgar's  Bay. 
The  Seamy  Side. 
The  Ten  Years'  Tenant, 
fhe  Chaplain  of  the  Fleet. 

BY  WALTER  BESANT. 
All  Sorts  and  Conditions  of  Men. 
The  Captains'  Room. 
All  in  a  Gam  an  Fair. 
Dorothy  Forster. 
Uncle  Jack. 


Chronicles  of  No-man's  Land. 

BY  BRET  HARTE. 
An  Heiress  of  Red  Dog. 
The  Luck  of  Roaring  Camp. 
Callfornlan  Stories. 
Gabriel  Conroy.  |         Flip. 
Maruja. 

By  ROBERT  BUCHANAN. 


of 


The    Martyrdom 

of  Madeline. 
Annan  Water. 
The  New  Abelard. 
Matt. 


The    Shadow 
the  Sword. 
A  Child  of  Nature. 
God  and  the  Man. 
Love  Me  for  Ever. 
Foxglove  Manor. 

BY  MRS.  BURNETT. 
Surly  Tim. 

BY  HALL  CAINS. 
The  Shadow  of  a  Crime. 
By  MRS.  LOVETT  CAMERON. 
Deceivers  Ever.  |  Juliet's  Guardian 

BY  MACLAREN  COBBAN. 
The  Cure  of  Souls. 

BY  C.  ALLSTON  COLLINS. 
The  Bar  Sinister. 

BY  WILKIE  COLLINS. 


Antonlna. 

Basil. 

Hide  and  Seek. 

The  Dead  Secret. 


Queen  of  Hearts. 
My  Miscellanies. 
Woman  in  White. 
The  Moonstone. 
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Cheap  Popular  Novels,  continued— 
Wilkie  Collins,  continued. 


Man  and  Wife. 
Poop  Miss  Finch. 
Miss  op  Mrs.? 
New  Magdalen. 
The  Frozen  Deep. 
Law  and  the  Lady. 
TheTwo  Destinies 


Haunted  Hotel. 
The  Fallen  Leaves. 
Jezebel'sDaughtep 
The  Black  Robe. 
Heart  and  Science 
"I  Say  No." 


BY  MORTIMER  COLLINS. 
Sweet  Anne  Page.  |  From  Midnight  to 
Transmigration.    |     Midnight. 
A  Fight  with  Fortune. 

MORTIMER  &FXANCES  COLLINS. 
Sweet  and  Twenty.  |      France*. 
Blacksmith  and  Scholar. 
The  Village  Comedy. 
You  Play  me  False. 

BY  DUTTON  COOK. 
Leo.  |  Paul  Foster's  Daughter. 

BY  C.  EGBERT  CRADDOCK. 
The  Prophet  of  the  Great  Smoky 
Mountains. 

BY  WILLIAM  CYPLES. 
Hearts  of  Gold. 

BY  ALPHONSE  DAUDET. 
The  Evangelist;  or,  Port  Salvation. 

BY  JAMES  DE  MILLE. 
A  Castle  in  Spain. 

BY  J.  LEITH  DERIVE  NT. 
Our  Lady  of  Tears.  |   Circe's  Lovers. 

By  CHARLES  DICKENS. 
Sketches  by  Boz.  I  Oliver  Twist. 
Pickwick  Papers.  |  Nicholas  Nickleby 

BY  MRS.  ANNIE  EDWARDES. 
A  Point  of  Honoup.  |    Archie  Lovell. 

BY  M.  BETHAM-EDWARDS. 
Felicia,  |         Kitty. 

BY  EDWARD  EGGLESTON. 
Roxy. 

BY  PERCY  FITZGERALD. 
Bella  Donna.    |   Never  Forgotten. 
The  Second  Mrs.  Tiilotson. 
Polly. 

Seventy-five  Brooke  Street. 
The  Lady  of  Brantome. 

BY  ALBANY  DE  FONBLANQUB. 
Filthy  Lucre.  v 

By  R.   E.  FRANCILLON. 
Olympla.  I    Queen  Cophetua, 

One  by  One.      |    A  Real  Queen. 
Prefaced  by  Sir  H.  BARTLE  FRERE. 
Pandurang  Harl. 

BY  HAIN  FRISWELL. 
One  of  Two. 

BY  EDWARD  GARRETT, 
The  Capel  Girls. 


Cheap  Popular  Novels,  continued— 

BY  CHARLES  GIBBON. 
Robin  Gray.  Queen  of  the  Mea- 

For  Lack  of  Gold.        dow. 
What     will      the  The  Flower  of  the. 

World  Say?  Forest. 

In  Honour  Bound.   A  Heart's  Problem 
The  Dead  Heart.    The  Braes  of  Yap- 
In  Love  and  War.       row. 
For  the  King.  The  Golden  Shaft. 

In  Pastures  Green   Of  High  Degree. 

Fancy  Free. 

By  Mead  and  Stream. 

BY  WILLIAM  GILBERT. 
Dr.  Austin's  Guests. 
The  Wizard  of  the  Mountain. 
James  Duke. 

BY  yAMES  GREENWOOD. 
Dick  Temple. 

BY  ANDREW  HALLWAY. 
Every-Day  Papers. 
BY  LADY  DUFFUS  HARDY. 
Paul  Wynter's  Sacrifice. 

BY  THOMAS  HARDY. 
Under  the  Greenwood  Tree. 

BY  J.  BERWICK  HARWOOD. 
The  Tenth  Earl. 

BY  JULIAN  HAWTHORNE. 

GMtrthV>         .  I  Sebastian  Strom* 

Elllce  Quentin.       |  Dust. 
Prince  Saronl's  Wife. 
Fortune's  Fool.     |  Beatrix  Randolph. 
BY  SIR  ARTHUR  HELPS. 
Ivan  de  Blron. 

BY  MRS.  CASHEL  HOEY. 
The  Lover's  Creed. 

BY  TOM  HOOD. 
A  Golden  Heart. 

BY  MRS.  GEORGE  HOOPER. 
The  House  of  Raby. 

BY  VICTOR  HUGO. 
The  Hunchback  of  Notre  Dame. 

BY  MRS.  ALFRED  HUNT. 
Thornlcroft's  Model. 
The  Leaden  Casket. 
Self-Condemned. 

BY  JEAN  INGELOW. 
Fated  to  be  Free. 

BY  HARRIETT  JAY 
The  Dark  Colleen. 
The  Queen  of  Connaught. 
BY  HENRY  KINGSLFY 
Oakshott  Castle.  |  Number  seventeen 
BY  E.  LYNN  LINTON 
Patricia  Kemball     UiNT0N- 

te:  ^rci  °Lfo8Lteam  D«^«* 

Under  which  Lord?  " 


CHATTO  *   WINDVS,  PICCADILLY. 


3» 


Cheap  Popular  Novels,  continued— 
Lynn  Linton,  continued— 
With  a  Silken  Thread. 
The  Rebel  of  the  Family. 
"My  Love  |      lone. 

BY  HENRY  W.  LUCY, 
Gideon  Fleyce. 

by  justin  McCarthy,  m.p. 


Oear  Lady  Disdain 
The  Waterdale 
I  Neighbours. 
My  Enemy's 
Daughter. 
A  Fair  Saxon. 


Llnley  Rochford. 
MissMlsanthrope 
Donna  Quixote. 
The  Comet  of  a 

Season. 
Maid  of  Athens. 


BY  GEORGE  MACDONALD, 
Paul  Faber,  Surgeon. 
Thomas  Wlngfold,  Curate. 

BY  MRS.  MACDONELL. 
Quaker  Cousins. 

BY  KATHARINE  S.  MACQUOID. 
The  Evil  Eye.         |     Lost  Rose. 

BY  W.  H.  MALLOCK. 
The  New  Republic. 

BY  FLORENCE  MARRYAT. 

Open!  Sesame      I  A  Little  Stepson. 

A  Harvest  of  Wild    Fighting  the  Air 

Oats.  |  Written  In  Fire. 

BY  J.  MASTERMANi 
Half-a-dozen  Daughters. 

BY  JEAN  MIDDLEMASS. 
Touch  and  Go.      |     Mr.  Dorilllon. 
BY  D.  CHRISTIE  MURRAY. 


ALIfe'sAtonement 
*  Model  Father, 
oseph's  Coat. 
Coals  of  Fire. 
By  the  Gate  of  the 
Sea, 


Val  Strange. 

Hearts. 

The  Way  of    the 

World. 
A    Bit  of  Human 

Nature. 


BY  ALICE  O'HANLON. 
The  Unforeseen. 

BY  MRS.  OLIPHANT. 
Whlteladles. 

BY  MRS.  ROBERT  O'REILLY, 
Phoebe's  Fortunes. 

BY  OUIDA. 


Held  In  Bondage, 

Strathmore. 

Chandos. 

Under  Two  Flags. 

Idalla. 

Cecil    Castle- 

malne's  Gage. 
Trlcotrin. 
Puck. 

Folle  Farlne. 
A  Dog  of  Flanders. 
Pascarel. 
Slgna. 


Slgi 
Ppll 


ncess  Napraxlne. 


TwoLlttleWooden 
Shoes. 

In  a  Winter  City. 

Ariadne. 

Friendship. 

Moths. 

Plplstrello. 

A  Village  Com- 
mune. 

Bimbi. 

In  Maremma, 

Wanda. 

Frescoes. 


Cheap  Popular  Novels,  continued— 
BY  MARGARET  AGNES  PAUL. 
Gentle  and  Simple. 

BY  JAMES  PAYN. 


Like  Father,  Like 

Son. 
A    Marine  Resi- 
dence. 
Married   Beneath 

Him. 
Mirk  Abbey. 
Not    Wooed,    but 

Won. 
Less    Black  than 

We're  Painted. 
By  Proxy. 
Under  One  Roof. 
High    Spirits. 
Carlyon's  Year. 
A    Confidential 

Agent. 
Some     Private 

Views. 
From  Exile. 
A  Grape  from  a 

Thorn. 
For  Cash  Only. 
Kit :  A  Memory. 
The  Canon  8  Ward 


Lost  Sir  Masslng- 
berd. 

A    Perfect    Trea- 
sure. 

Bentinck's  Tutor. 

Murphy's  Master. 

A  County  Family. 

At  Her  Mercy. 

A  Woman's  Ven- 
geance. 

Cecil's  Tryst. 

ClyfTards  of  Clyffe 

The  Family  Scape- 
grace. 

Foster  Brothers. 

Found  Dead. 

Best  of  Husbands. 

Walter's  Word. 

Halves. 

Fallen  Fortunes. 

What  He  Cost  Her 

Humorous  Stories 

Gwendoline's  Har- 
vest. 

£200  Reward. 

BY  EDGAR  A.  POE. 
The  Mystery  of  Marie  Roget. 

BY  B.C.  PRICE. 
Valentlna.  |  The  Foreigners. 

Mrs.  Lancaster's  Rival. 
Gerald. 

BY  CHARLES  READE. 
It  is  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend 
Hard  Cash.         |    Peg  Wofflngton. 
Christie  Johnstone. 
Griffith  Gaunt. 
Put  Yourself  in  His  Place. 
The  Double  Marriage. 
Love  Me  Little,  Love  Me  Long, 
Foul  Play. 

The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth. 
The  Course  of  True  Love. 
Autobiography  of  a  Thief. 
A  Terrible  Temptation. 
The  Wandering  Heir. 
A  Simpleton.      I     A  Woman-Hater. 
Readiana.  |     The  Jilt. 

Slngleheart  and  Doubleface. 
Good    Stories  of  Men  and   other 
Animals. 

BY  MRS.  J.  H.  RIDDELL. 
Her  Mother's  Darling. 
Prince  of  Wales's  Garden  Party. 
Weird  Stories. 
The  Uninhabited  House. 
Fairy  Water. 

BY  F.  W.  ROBINSON. 
Women  are  Stranga. 
The  Hands  of  Justice, 
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Cheap  Popular  Novels,  continued— 
BY  JAMES  RU  NCI  MAN. 
Skippers  and  Shellbacks. 
Grace  Balmaign's  Sweetheart. 
BY   W.   CLARK  RUSSELL. 
Round  the  Galley  Fire. 
On  the  Fo'k'sle  Head. 

BY  BAYLE  ST.  JOHN. 
A  Levantine  Family. 
BY  GEORGE  AUGUSTUS  SAL  A. 
Gaslight  and  Daylight. 

BY  JOHN  SAUNDERS. 
Bound  to  the  Wheel. 
One  Against  the  World. 
Guy  Waterman. 
The  Lion  in  the  Path. 
Two  Dreamers. 

BY  KATHARINE  SAUNDERS. 
Joan  Merryweather. 
Margaret  and  Elizabeth. 
The  High  Mills. 

BY  GEORGE  R.  SIMS. 
Rogues  and  Vagabonds. 
The  Ring  o'  Bells. 

BY  ARTHUR  SKETCHLEY. 
A  Match  in  the  Dark. 

BY  T.  W.  SPEIGHT. 
The  Mysteries  of  Heron  Dyke. 

BY  R.  A.  STERNDALE. 
The  Afghan  Knife. 

BY  R.  LOUIS  STEVENSON. 
New  Arabian  Nights. 
Prince  Otto. 

BY  BERTHA  THOMAS. 
Cressida.  |     Proud  Malsle. 

The  Violin-Player. 

BY  W.  MOY  THOMAS. 
A  Fight  for  Life. 

BY  WALTER  THORNBURY. 
Tales  for  the  Marines. 

BY  T.  ADOLPHUS  TROLLOPE. 
Diamond  Cut  Diamond. 

BY  ANTHONY  TROLLOPE. 
The  Way  We  Live  Now. 
The  American  Senator. 
Frau  Frohmann. 
Marlon  Fay. 
Kept  in  the  Dark. 
Mr.  Scarborough's  Family. 
The  Land-Leaguers. 
The  Golden  Lion  of  Granpere. 
John  Caldigate. 

By  FRA  NCES  ELEA  NOR  TROLLOPE 
Like  Ships  upon  the  Sea. 
Anne  Furness. 
Mabel's  Progress. 


Cheap  Popular  Novels,  continued— 
BY  J.  T.  TROWBRIDGE. 
Farnell's  Folly. 

BY  IVAN  TURGENIEFF,  &c. 
Stories  from  Foreign  Novelists 

BY  MARK  TWAIN. 
Tom  Sawyer. 
An  Idle  Excursion. 
A  Pleasure  Trip  on  the  Continent 

of  Europe. 
A  Tramp  Abroad. 
The  Stolen  White  Elephant. 

BY  C.  C.  FRASER-TYTLER. 
Mistress  Judith. 

BY  SARAH  TYTLER. 
What  She  Came  Through. 
The  Bride's  Pass. 
Saint  Mungo's  City. 
Beauty  and  the  Beast. 

BY  J.  S.  WINTER. 
Cavalry  Life.  |  Regimental  Legends. 

BY  LADY  WOOD. 
Sabina. 

BY  EDMUND  YATES. 
Castaway.      |  The  Forlorn  Hope. 
Land  at  Last. 

ANONYMOUS. 
Paul  Ferroll. 
Why  Paul  Ferroll  Killed  hl«  Wife 


POPULAR  SHILLING  BOOKS. 
Jeff  Briggs's  Love  Story.     By  Bret 

Harte. 
The  Twins  of  Table  Mountain.  By 

Bret  Harte. 
Mrs.  Gainsborough's  Diamonds.  By 

Julian  Hawthorne. 
Kathleen   Mavourneen.    By  Author 

oi  "  That  Lass  o'  Lowrie's." 
L'ndsay's  Luck.     By  the  Author  of 

That  Lass  o'  Lowrie's." 
Pretty    Polly    Pemberton.     By  the 

Author  of  "That  Lass  o'  Lowrie's  " 
Trooping   with    Crows.      By    Mrs 

PlRKIS. 

The  Professor's  Wife.    By  Leonard 

Graham. 
A  Double  Bond.    By  Linda  Villari 
Esther's  Glove.  By  R.  E.  Francillon 
The  Garden  that    Paid  the  Rent. 

By  Tom  Jerrold. 

trated  by  J.  C.  Dollman. 

AnyoM   MeG.ate„s-  fiy  E.  S.  Phelps. 
An   Old   Maid's  Paradise.    By  E.  S. 

Doom:  An  Atlantic  Episode.  By 
Justin  H.  MacCarthy,  M.P.  ' 

Our  Sensation  Novel.  Edited  by 
Justin  H.  MacCarthy,  M.P  7 

A  Barren  Title.    By  T.  W.  Speight 
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